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Foreword 



A MAN met a pacifist on the street. 
" Helloa! " said the pacifist. " I've been 
reading a book. Don't let your boy have it." 

" What sort of book? " asked the man. 

"Oh, it's for youngsters — all about spies 
and submarines, and that sort of thing. Every- 
body's talking war now." 

" I see ! " grunted the man. " Tell me some 
more about it." 

" Well — it's a naval story. Shows how a 
Reserve became a Regular, and " 

" And how the Navy made a man of him? 
Wouldn't mind my boy reading that ! " inter- 
rupted the man. 

" That part's not so bad — but it's full of 
hate," explained the pacifist. 

" How do you mean? " 

" Why — the author calls the enemy Huns, 

and he talks about their shelling life-boats, 

and " 

1 



8 FOEEWOBD 

" Don't they do those things? " 

" Even so, we oughtn't to hate 'em." 

" Perhaps not," said the man, " but it's more 
important just now to hate poison, ground 
glass, gas, and long-range guns for women and 
children, than it is to love Prussians." 

" Hate won't win the war ! " 

" Love won't either. Our business just now 
is fighting. Your real fighting man's too busy 
to be bitter." 

The pacifist shook his head and turned away. 

" There is one good thing in the book," he 
called back. " The author has the right idea 
about spies." 

" There's a lot of nonsense about 'em," said 
the man — " and there are a lot of spies too. 
Treat the suspects kindly, but make 'em show 
their identification cards. Investigation won't 
hurt a good man." 

" Well — here's the book," said the pacifist. 
"J don't want it* 



Contents 



I. 


" Introduce the Accused ! " 


• < 


ii 


II. 


The Lucky Pair 


• i 


. 26 


III. 


Off for the War Zone 


• 


• 43 


IV. 


The Hun Misfires 


• 


• 59 


V. 


The Elusive U-Boat 


• 


. 7i 


VI. 


Many a Sup 


• 


. 85 


VII. 


The Serpent Stings . 


• 


. 103 


VIII. 


Turning the Tables . 


• 


. 119 


IX. 


Submarining at Last 


• 


. 142 


X. 


An Unwelcome Passenger 


• i 


. 157 


XI. 


The Gyroscopic Compass . 


• < 


- 177 


XII. 


A Fight in the Air . 


• 


. 190 


XIII. 


In the Escape Hatch 


• 


, 204 


XIV. 


A Meeting in France 


• 


219 


XV. 


The Work op the Submarine Chief 


• 234 


XVI. 


Fun Between the Acts 


• « 


. 245 


XVII. 


Under the Mines 


• 


. 260 


XVIII. 


A Surprise or Two . 


• 


• 274 


XIX. 


Not the Same Man . • 


• 


. 287 



9 



The Spy on the Submarine 



CHAPTER I 

"INTRODUCE THE ACCUSED!" 

O IX grave-looking officers in naval uniform 
with sword hilts showing above the arms 
of their chairs sat facing a door. Through this 
door came a tall, quick-stepping young officer, 
also in blue but without his sword. His eyes 
were bright, but his face was pale; and though 
he looked straight into the eyes of his judges, 
he seemed for a moment dazed and troubled. 

A second look would have made you wonder 
how such a fine-looking fellow could be the 
accused before a court-martial. There was 
nothing vicious in his appearance; on the con- 
trary, his regular features, open eyes, firm 

11 



12 THE SPY ON THE SUBMAEINE 

mouth, and frank expression made you trust 
him. His hair was smooth, curly, and well 
brushed; his trousers were creased; and his 
whole appearance was clean-cut and natty. 

" Do you desire counsel? " 

" Yes, sir — Captain Jane," said the boy 
huskily. 

" No objection," said the president of the 
court; and Althorp took a seat by the officer 
who was to defend him. 

While the court was being sworn, and the 
judge advocate, or prosecuting officer, was 
rattling off legal phrases, the young reserve 
ensign hardly knew what was going on. 
Finally he found himself standing up and 
listening, like a man in a trance, to the formal 
words of the accuser. 

The first few sentences were a jumble. Then 
he heard his name and got the sense of what 
followed. 

" In that Jonas Althorp, Ensign United 
States Naval Reserve Force, did utter sedi- 
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" nsrTBODuqp the accused i » is 

tious and disloyal words, to wit: € Germany 
ought to win this war/ " 

Althorp flushed and his hands clinched. He 
half rose in his seat and started to speak, but 
his counsel pulled him down. The president 
was gazing at him as if trying to read his soul. 

"Jonas Althorp, Ensign United States 
Naval Reserve Force, how say you to the 
charge, guilty or not guilty? " 

" Not guilty," put in his counsel quickly. 

" To the specification of the charge? " 

" Not guilty." 

Althorp's quick glance passed from one to 
another of the faces at the table. Two mem- 
bers of the court were pleasant-looking young 
fellows who seemed out of place as judges in a 
solemn tribunal. One was whispering to the 
other and smiling. A third was a fatherly- 
looking retired officer. The fourth was a lean, 
severe-seeming person, who looked as if he 
took more interest in navy regulations than in 
navy people; and next to him was an officer 
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whose red, bewhiskered face was stern and 
bristling. The president was of striking, dis- 
tinguished appearance, with aquiline nose, 
white " side-burns," and a keen nautical eye 
that seemed to bore through anything it turned 
on — and yet there was something kindly about 
the old Commodore's expression. 

"William Dunn, Sergeant U. S. Marine 
Corps, a witness for the prosecution." 

The judge advocate turned, as he spoke, to 
a non-commissioned officer of marines who 
entered at these words, and raised his hand to 
take the oath. Althorp was struck by his erect 
and rigid bearing, and by the expression of his 
face, across which was a large curved scar. 

" Looks like a God-f earing bone-head ! " 
whispered the junior member to the officer next 
him, who nodded. 

After the sergeant had taken the oath to tell 
" the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but 
the truth," and had answered several formal 
questions, the judge advocate asked him : 
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" Did you hear the accused talking on the 
night of August 18th? " 

Althorp straightened up in his chair and 
gazed at the witness. The sergeant cleared his 
throat and looked right ahead. His face was 
expressionless. 

" Yes, sir. He was talking in a loud, ex- 
cited sort o' way and getting off such funny 
things that I stopped to listen/ 9 

" Whom was he talking to? " 

" Another young officer, sir. I don't know 
his name, but " 



" Well— tell us what he said." 

"I couldn't hear most of it, sir. But he 
was waving his arms like one of these I. W. W. 
fellows, an' shooting off his mouth about the 
government, an' the war, an' all that. I began 
to take notice an' stopped across the street 
from where he was; an' then he sung out so 
loud you could hear him half a block away, 
' Germany ought to win this crazy war! ' or 
something about like that." 
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Althorp started from his chair again. His 
counsel put out his hand, shook his head, and 
whispered something. The severe -looking 
member fixed his hard eyes on the young 

■ 

officer. Althorp's, blazing with indignation, 
were turned on the witness. 

" Who was this officer the accused was talk- 
ing with? Can't you recall his name? " 

" I'm not sure, sir; but I think his name is 
Chase." 

After answering a few more questions the 
sergeant withdrew, and the judge advocate 
announced : 

"Ensign Chase !" 

A self-possessed, very soldierly young man 
walked briskly across the floor and made a 
quick, formal little bow to the court. He had 
a florid complexion, a long and rather large 
nose, and a pointed brown beard that made 
him look older than he really was. The presi- 
dent peered at him keenly, then rose from his 
seat and administered the oath. 
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" Do you recognize the accused? " asked the 
judge advocate. 

Chase pulled his cuffs down and settled him- 
self in his chair. 

" Yes, sir, as Ensign Althorp, my tent- 
mate," he replied in even tones. 

" Did you talk with him on the night of the 
18th? " 

Chase hesitated. " The 18th of this month? 
Yes, sir — a little. 5 

" What was he talking about? " 

" A number of things, sir." 

"Oh, be more definite! What things? " 
The judge advocate seemed cross. 

"Well, sir — the war and the government, 
and things like that," replied Chase without 
raising his voice. 

" Did he say anything about Germany? " 

" I'd rather not answer, sir," said the wit- 
ness. " It was a private conversation. Do I 
have to? " 

" Of course. You have sworn to tell the 
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whole truth 1 " The judge advocate made an 
angry gesture. 

" Wel^ sir, he did. But he was talking in an 
excited sort of way, and I don't believe he 
meant what he said." 

The members of the court began to look 
interested. The youngest, who had been draw- 
ing a peacock with a beautiful tail, stopped his 
pencil and listened. 

" Did he say anything about Germany ? " 

" Yes, sir— but " 

" Never mind any ' but * — tell us what he 
said." 

Chase looked down at his feet and paused 
a moment. 

" Something about Germany winning the 
war." 

" Well — speak out! " roared the judge advo- 
cate, keeping his gray eyes fixed on Chase's. 
"What did he say about Germany winning 
the war? " 

Chase glanced at Althorp, then at the ceil- 
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ing, and did not answer. There was dead si- 
lence in the room. 

" He said Germany ought to win the war! " 
he answered in a low tone. 

Althorp's hand dropped limply from the 
side of his chair and his face looked blank. 
The members of the court drew diagrams on 
their blotters, and the severe person's thin lips 
parted in a slight smile. The others looked 
grave. A serious matter for so young a man 
to be facing long years in prison! 

" Take the witness ! " said the judge advo- 
cate, turning to Althorp's counsel. 

" Did the accused talk as if he had some- 
thing to conceal? " asked the counsel. 

"No, sir!" 

" Has he any friends in Germany? " 

" I don't know, sir." 

" Are you sure he used the words you just 
quoted? " 

" Yes, sir, but I don't think " 



" We don't want what the witness thinks," 
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objected the judge advocate, jumping up. 
" He must state facts only." 

"Well — don't you believe he might have 
said * Germany may win this war ' or some- 
thing like that? " 

" No, sir; I remember his exact words; but I 
am a friend of his, and " 

The judge advocate started up again, but 
the witness did not finish his sentence. After 
a whispered consultation with Althorp, Cap- 
tain Jane announced that he had no other 
questions, and the witness was excused. 

Commander Berry, the stern, bearded mem- 
ber, was looking for " Sedition " in the list of 
punishments ; the junior member was trying to 
improve the wing-feathers of his peacock. 

" Any witnesses for the accused? " asked the 
president, taking out his watch and appearing 
to wonder how long a time the defendant would 
want. 

"No, sir; but he wishes to make a statement." 

Althorp rose unsteadily to his feet. His 
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face twitched; he spoke very rapidly and as if 
short of breath. 

" All I have to say, gentlemen, is that I am 
as good an American as any one here. I would 
never have enlisted before the draft if I hadn't 
felt that way. I suppose you won't believe 
me " 

" Not so fast," grumbled the stenographer. 
" I've got to take all this down." 

" Talk slowly so the court can get it too," 
cautioned his counsel. 

" Well, sir, I can't remember just what I 
said that night; but I know I couldn't have 
possibly used words like that. Why, my 

father and I " At the mention of his 

father's name his voice died away and for a 
moment he seemed unable to speak. 

My father wanted to enlist himself, and 



" in 

99 



While Althorp was talking the junior mem- 
ber had leaned forward in his chair and was 
gazing at him as if fascinated. Suddenly he 
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jumped to his feet. The others looked up with 
a rustle of surprise. 

" / must be called as a witness in this case! " 
exclaimed the young member. " I've just rec- 
ognized this man. I heard the conversation, 
and Td like to testify!" 

Althorp looked amazed. The judge advo- 
cate jumped up, then plumped down again 
without objecting. The president, after think- 
ing a moment, announced in measured tones: 

" This proceeding is unusual — very unusual. 
The prosecution has closed and the defense has 
announced that it wishes to call no witnesses. 
But the court wants to hear the whole truth — 
at the proper time. Let the accused finish his 
statement, and then the court will call Lieu- 
tenant Byers as a witness." He looked at the 
other members, who all nodded. 

Althorp finished his statement, looking more 
puzzled and bewildered than ever. Then Lieu- 
tenant Byers took the stand. 

No one knew what to expect. Would he 



44 DTTBODUOE THE ACCUSED ! » 28 

confirm the testimony against the accused — or 
would he in some unexpected way pull him out 
of the ditch? 

The older members looked curiously at the 
impulsive lieutenant. Althorp and his coun- 
sel exchanged glances; the judge advocate 
seemed annoyed at this interruption to the 
regular procedure. The new witness was 
sworn, and was asked to tell what he knew 
about the case. 

" I remember the whole thing," he said, turn- 
ing to the other members. " The night in 
question I was working late in my office, which 
is near one end of the company street. Some 
people were talking not far from my window. 
One speaker was making so much noise that I 
thought it was a row. I looked out and saw a 
young officer gesticulating like a soap-box 
orator. He was right under an arc light where 
I could see him well; and now I remember his 
face perfectly. He " 

" Was it this accused? " asked the president. 



■ 
* 



24 THE SPY OK THE SUBMARINE 

" Yes, sir. I was struck at the time by his 
intelligent face and fine physique, and " 

" Please the court," broke in the judge 
advocate, " I don't see what all this has to do 
with the charge." 

" I'm coming to that," said the witness, 
smiling good-naturedly. " The young man 
was talking well, but he was talking too much 
and too loudly. But I remember the gist of 
his talk. It was ardently patriotic. He de- 
nounced the Kaiser and von Gerbst and all 
their works. He wanted to build more ships, 
more aeroplanes, more destroyers. He wanted 
more men drafted. Finally he said in his 
energetic, excitable way, that if we couldn't 
wake up and fight, Germany ought to win the 
war!" 

There was another dramatic silence. Then 
Althorp gave an audible sigh. 

" Clear the court ! " ordered the president. 

This meant that the trial was finished, and 
that the court would deliberate on the finding. 
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On the one hand was the testimony of the 
sergeant, confirmed in a way by that of Ensign 
Chase; on the other the strong testimony of 
Lieutenant Byers. 

At last the court adjourned, and the mem- 
bers, unbuckling their swords, lighted ciga- 
rettes or strolled away, laughing and talking. 
The judge advocate came out from the court 
room with an armful of papers. 

" Can you tell me what they did? " Althorp 
asked, his lip trembling. 

" No, sir, I can't tell you yet. Nothing is 
announced until the record has gone to Wash- 
ington — and you may not hear for a month. 
But my advice to you," he added smiling, " is 
to take a hot bath to-night, sleep ten hours, and 
forget all about it ! " 

" I feel sure it's all right," murmured Cap- 
tain Jane. " It's a dollar to a doughnut they 
acquitted you. But my advice is — don't talk 
so much. Keep your feelings to yourself. In 
war times Silence is Golden ! " 



CHAPTER II 

THE LUCKY PAIR 

TT7QR a week longer Althorp remained under 
arrest waiting for news from Washing- 
ton. During this time he felt very restless; 
for the fifteen or twenty other reserve ensigns, 
who had enrolled in the Navy for the war and 
been sent to the Training Camp at Fore 
Island, were training hard for sea duty. Each 
morning he could hear them gathering near 
his tent before they went into the navigation 
class-room; and each afternoon he heard the 
crack of rifles, the sound of marching feet, the 
creaking of boat blocks — and knew that the 
other ensigns were learning how to navigate 
ships and to drill men. However, he plunged 
into the Navy Regulations, Knight's Seaman- 
ship, Muir's Navigation, and the Bluejacket's 

26 
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Manual — and at tfie end of a week believed he 
had made great progress. He felt almost sure 
of acquittal; and the change from the anxiety 
of previous weeks made his mind bite into work 
wonderfully. 

Chase had gone on a few days' leave the 
very day of the trial. It was not until the 
fourth day after that Althorp saw him again. 
Just before morning colors he appeared, grip 
in hand. 

" Well, old Windy Althorp, how are you? " 
he said, putting down his grip and reaching out 
his hand. " Haven't seen you since Black 
Monday. I tell you, Windy, I felt mighty 
bad about that court. I told the judge advo- 
cate I didn't know anything and didn't want to 
testify, but " 

Althorp shook hands a little stiffly. 

" That's all right, Fred. Of course you had 
to say what you remembered. But I did 
think " 

"That lantern - jawed judge advocate 
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wouldn't let me finish a sentence! I tried to 
tell him what you said — but he wouldn't let 
me. I heard about Lieutenant Byers, Windy. 
I'm awful glad he appeared at just the right 
time and came to the rescue." 

" Well, I hope it'll fall through, Fred. I've 
heard of innocent men going to prison. But 
I didn't expect " 

" Haven't you heard yet, Windy? " Chase 
looked concerned. " Is there anything I can 
do now? I'll go to Captain Berry if you like 
and tell him you're a red-hot American — one 
of the noisiest I ever saw. No friend of the 
Kaiser would love you much, old boy." 
Laughing again, he got out his razor and 
started shaving before the little mirror on his 
tent pole. 

" Heard the news, Fred? " asked Althorp, 
opening his Seamanship. " Two fellows are 
going to Annapolis for a course there, and two 
to the Calvert, the new destroyer. Of course 
everybody wants the Calvert, but they're hot 
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after Annapolis, too. Fine if we could get 
the Calvert together." 

" We'd have some fun with the Hun sub- 
marines! Where's the Calvert going?" 

" It's something of a mystery. They say 
she's after a higher-up on the other side." 

"Who?" Chase looked keenly at his friend. 
" What's the game? " 

" Why, of course it's only a galley-yarn; but 
they say she's to run down von Gerbst." 

Chase started. " Confound these safety- 
razors!" he said. "They do jab you some- 
times. Why, von Gerbst is the head-devil of 
the German submarines." 

" Correct ! I'd like to help get him." 

Chase gave his usual laugh. " I'd like to 
see him myself. All right, Windy — we'll go 
on the Calvert! " 

Next day the executive officer of the Train- 
ing Camp sent for Althorp. 

" It's something important," said the or- 
derly. " Think you'd better hurry, sir! " 
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Althorp's heart was beating fast when he 
ascended the steps of the Administration 
Building. He guessed that the summons had 
something to do with his court; and when he 
arrived in the presence of Lieutenant Daly, the 
latter s solemn air and the official-looking 
papers in his hand made the young officer feel 
sure he had guessed right. 

"Ah! Ensign Althorp?" 

"Yes, sir!" answered Althorp, standing 
stiffly at attention. In spite of himself his 
voice was husky and shaking. What if the 
court had found him guilty after all, and 
sentenced him to two or three years in prison ! 
Ensign Althorp," said the older officer, 

I have to inform you that the record of your 
court-martial has been returned from Wash- 
ington. The court found " 

" There's a lady here, sir! " said the yeoman 
advancing at that moment. " Says she must 
see you right away about her boy's getting 
leave!" 
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" Ask her to wait a moment," said the lieu- 
tenant, turning again to the papers in his hand. 

" The court " 

" She says she can't wait, sir! Says she's 
been here an hour and her train leaves in fifteen 
minutes." 

The officer made an impatient sound and 
crossed the room to the nervous woman in black 
who was waiting to see him. Al thorp stood 
there with perspiration on his forehead, won- 
dering what his fate was. It seemed to him 
that the executive looked severe; and he felt 
sure the court must have found him guilty and 
sentenced him to dismissal or imprisonment as 
a disloyal American. 

After what seemed time enough to settle the 
leave question for a dozen sons, Lieutenant 
Daly returned. 

"Now let's see," he said, still frowning. 
" These fond mothers want to coddle their 
precious lambs right through the war. They'd 
like to tuck 'em in and hear them say their 
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prayers every night." He mumbled and 
looked at his papers. 

" Yes, sir! " said Althorp. " Did they find 
me guilty, sir? " 

Daly could not help smiling at the strained 
face of the junior officer. 

Apparently not ! " he answered. 
The court finds the specification not 
proved," he read, "and the accused of the 
charge not guilty. They do therefore fully 
and honorably acquit him » 

Althorp's face which had been white a mo- 
ment before was now crimson. 

" Thank you, sir ! " he exclaimed, as if Daly 
had done the whole kind thing. " Thank you ! 
Am I free now?" 

" Yes, sir ! You are released from arrest 
and restored to duty. I congratulate you, and 
hope we'll have no worse traitors than you are. 
That's all, Mr. Althorp." 

The happy young ensign turned on his heel 
and left the office, pushing through a cluster of 
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yeomen who studied his face with great in- 
terest. At the door were three or four ensigns 
who ran up to ask him the news. 

" Hurrah ! " one shouted. " Windy Althorp 
is cleared ! I can see it by the look in his eye. 
He'll have to open champagne to-night ! " 

" You mean ginger ale, old top," said the 
second man. " This isn't Boston after a Yale 
game. I'm mighty glad, Windy. We all 
knew you were as American as a Kansas 
farmer — but they say courts-martial don't 
often acquit." 

"I tell you what, fellows!" answered Al- 
thorp. " You might as well stop calling me 
Windy. You can change it to Sphinx. I'm 
done with talking — it's aye, aye and no, no for 
Willie after this. I've had my lesson." 

He turned into his tent. 

" You old lobster! — you're not going to leave 
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I've got to write to Father. He didn't 
know a thing about this — thought I had Ger- 
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man measles. Jiminy ! Suppose I had to tell 
him " 

The smiles all faded away. Suppose the cat 
had jumped the other way ! 

" We're to have boat drill to-morrow! " said 
Chase, coming up just then. " Every fellow 
is to sail a cutter Hello ! What's up ? " 

" Windy's heard from his court. He got off 
all right." 

Chase gave a start. " He got off? Fine! " 
He again gave the laugh that smoothed all 
occasions. "Congratulations, Windy!" he 
called, sticking his head into the tent. " Just 
your usual luck. If they'd tried me for boxing 
the compass wrong they would have given me 
five years. We'll carry out that little scheme 
of ours — your luck will pull us both along." 

Something about Fred's bright eyes, aquiline 
nose and neat little pointed beard made Al- 
thorp think, " You're right, old boy. You'll 
carry out your schemes!" But he only 
laughed. 
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What's the matter, Windy? You're quiet 
as an oyster — for you. By the way — have you 
looked up the Boat Book? We'll all have to 
sail our cutters to-morrow." 

" What's a cutter? " 

" It's a long boat with a sawed off stern. 
Whale-boats are double enders." 

" I'm glad to know that ; but I'd rather sail 
a double ender. If I can't make it go one wajr 
it may go the other." 

The truth was, Windy's education in boat 
sailing had been neglected ; and while the other 
ensigns were breaking in and learning to tack, 
gybe, douse sail, and make landings, he had 
been eating his heart out alone and under ar- 
rest. But Windy — or Jonas as we really must 
call him, since he was baptized that way — was 
as full of energy as a forty-knot torpedo ; and 
he managed that night to read the Boat Book 
from cover to cover. Next morning he had 
the theory of boat sailing pretty well down, 
and had acquired a remarkable knowledge of 
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technical names and principles. He now un- 
derstood why a sailboat can go west when the 
wind is blowing toward the east; and why it 
is necessary to haul in the mainsail and flow the 
jib in tacking. All he needed was a little 
practice. 

At ten in the morning the commandant of 
the station and a small group of officers were 
gathered near the Administration Building 
looking out into the Bay. Some had glasses, 
others were shielding their eyes with their 
hands, but all were gazing with intense interest 
at Cutter Number Four. 

"What tack is it on?" asked the com- 
mandant in amazement. " I should have said 
port a moment ago; but now the foresail is 
brailed up, the mainsail is in, and it seems to 
be cutting circles." He lowered his glasses 
and groaned. 

The senior aide laughed. " I can't name 
the fevolution, but I know the coxswain is a first 
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class fanner. Now they are straightened out ! 
There seems to be a sort of method in his mad- 
ness." 

" I'll bet my new shoes he rams the yacht! " 
said a lieutenant, referring to a shiny pleasure 
boat that had just been brought in for war 
service. 

" No, sir, he's tacking," said the officer of the 
day. " He ought to go clear all right." 

Jonas had the correct idea; but he jammed 
his helm down too suddenly and forgot to ease 
off his fore sheet. Smash he went into the 
Venturia, scraping off a yard or two of paint. 
But the man in the bow shoved the boat off, 
and they completed the tack after all. 

The officers laughed together. " The Uncas 
is next in line," shouted the aide. " The thing's 
like the Merrimac going through the Yankee 
fleet. The Uncas is done for." 

Jonas duly rammed this submarine chaser, 
bows on, and managed to break his bowsprit. 

" Look at him ! " exclaimed the commandant 
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bitterly. " Waving to the boat behind as if he 
had performed a feat! " 

" I like his spirit," said the officer of the day. 
" Nothing seems to rattle him. He's going to 
try it again — I'll bet he gets round this time. ,, 

Sure enough Jonas, making a third and 
supreme effort, did tack successfully. The 
commandant chuckled and walked on. 

" These lame ducks will learn something 
yet," he said. " You can't make a sailor over- 
night — but that young man's much more of one 
than he ever was before in his life! Still I 
tremble when I think what'll happen to him in 
the War Zone!" 

At noon Jonas appeared on the dock, cool 
and smiling. Chase landed a moment later 
and ran to catch up with him. 

" Holy cats, Windy! You did make an ex- 
hibition of yourself! " he exclaimed. " Don't 
do that often, or they won't even send you to 
Annapolis. 

" Did you hear the news? " he added. " Rus- 
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sel got his orders this morning. He's going to 
a chaser." 

" Is that so? " said Jonas excitedly. " Got 
his orders ! I was so busy boning seamanship 
that I didn't see anybody." 

" Yes," continued Chase. " And the whole 
camp's buzzing. They say we'll all be getting 
'em soon. Everybody's crazy for the Calvert. 
Mark my words, Windy — we'll go to her! 
Hello! What's up?" 

An orderly was running to meet them. " Mr. 
Althorp?" he asked, saluting and looking 
doubtfully at both. 

Right here ! " spoke up Jonas. 

The executive officer wants to see you, sir." 

This is where I get it!" laughed Jonas. 

He wants to discuss seamanship with me — 
wants to get some wrinkles in the art ! " 

He started after the orderly, half running 
in his usual energetic way. Since his court, 
Jonas always looked exuberant and over- 
charged with " pep." 



« 
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He found Lieutenant Daly in his office and 
saluted. 

" Ensign Althorp, sir ! " 

" Just a moment, Mr, Althorp." 

Lieutenant Daly finished the letter he was 
dictating — while Jonas studied the rapid 
motions of the stenographer — then fumbled 
among some papers. 

" That's all, Miss Dyson! " he said briskly 
to the yeomanette. " Now, Mr. Althorp I 
This is what I was looking for ! Here are your 
orders." 

" Mine? " gasped Jonas. " Where have I 
been assigned to, sir? " 

" To the Calvert! I suppose that satisfies 
you! She sails in a day or two. You must 
report immediately." 

" Anybody else ordered to her, sir? Mr. 
Chase? " 

"No-o. That's all, Mr. Althorp. Mr. 
Chase goes to the Uncas if you wish to know." 

Jonas bowed and withdrew. 
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" What's the news? " asked Chase, running 
to meet him. " I have a hunch something has 
dropped." 

" It's too bad, old man! " exclaimed Jonas, 
trying to conceal his own joy. " We'll have 
to separate. I go to the Calvert" 

"And I?" asked Chase. 

u To the Uncos" 

" Not on your tintype ! " said Chase, with his 
laugh. " I told you I was going to the Cal- 
vert! " 

At two o'clock Jonas had just finished 
strapping his second suitcase, and was looking 
for Chase to say good-bye, when the latter ap- 
peared, rounding a tent. In his hand was a 
yellow paper. 

" Good-bye, Fred, old boy!" called Jonas, 
hurrying to meet him. " I have just time to 
catch " 

" Good-bye your aunt ! " answered Chase 
rudely — as it seemed to Jonas. 
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" You can't lose me like that," he added 
coolly. " Here, read the latest." 
He handed Jonas a telegram. 

" Ensign Frederick V. Chase: 

" Orders to Uncas revoked. Report for 
duty aboard U. S. S. Calvert.'* 

"Hurrah!" shouted Jonas. "We're the 
lucky pair I " 



CHAPTER III 

OFF FOB THE WAB ZONE 

TIT HEN Jonas crossed the gangway of the 

Calvert he was surprised. He had 

carefully polished his sword, pressed his 

trousers (a camp accomplishment) and picked 

out his best pair of white gloves. He had 

turned over in his mind the words he would 

speak to his new commanding officer, and had 

resolved to impress him with the fact that, if 

not yet a seaman, he was at least a military 

man. He had practiced the regulation salute 

before his tent mirror, and clicked his heels 

together the way the camp adjutant did at 

parades. He had particularly resolved to 

make a good showing as he stepped aboard, and 

to impress the quartermaster and corporal of 

the guard, if not the officer of the deck. 

But, as was said, Jonas was surprised. 

43 
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When he reached the Calvert, which was along- 
side the dock at the Navy Yard across the river, 
he could hardly believe that this was a man-of- 
war. In place of sailors in fancy blue uni- 
forms, the decks were covered with grimy yard 
workmen in overalls. Forges were smoking in 
two or three places, and boys were tossing red- 
hot rivets to ship-fitters finishing bulkheads. 
There was a deafening sound of pneumatic 
tools, plus the pounding of heavy sledges ; and 
it was hard when he crossed the gangplank to 
hear anything anybody said. 

When he reached the deck his white gloves 
were already splotched with dirt from the man- 
rope ; and he looked in vain for a quartermaster 
or any one to report to — though several sailors 
in overalls were regarding him closely. 

He noticed a very bright and alert-looking 
thick-set fellow in soiled khaki overalls talking 
rapidly to a yard foreman, and decided to try 
him. 

" I am Ensign Althorp," he answered with 
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dignity. " You belong on the ship, don't you? 
Can you tell me where to find the cabin? " 

The man he addressed looked up good- 
naturedly, but — Althorp was sorry to notice — 
failed to salute him. 

Poor discipline," he thought. 
Yes, I belong here," said the man. " Wait 
just a minute and I'll be with you." 

This made Jonas a little impatient, but he 
was too much interested in the bustling scene 
to be bored. It was just getting dark and the 
search-lights had been turned on, besides a 
number of cargo lights, throwing a brilliant 
glare over the deck. It made Jonas recall a 
circus he had seen arrive one morning before 
daylight. The noise was so great that he had 
been forced to shout into the ear of the man 
with overalls. 

"Now, Fm with you!" said the man 
amiably. " Have you come to report? " 

" Yes," replied Jonas stiffly, " and I wish 
you would conduct me to the cabin." 
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"You'd find nobody home," laughed the 
man, " except a cocker spaniel and a bunch of 
yard workmen. We are going to get this ship 
out by the first or know the reason why ! We'll 
clean up after we get under way for the War 
Zone!" 

" Yes," insisted Jonas, " but I must report 
to Captain Holder. If you don't know where 
he is, can you tell me where to find a quarter- 
master, or the ship's cook — or anybody?" 
The noise was making him testy; pneumatic 
riveters are maddening. Besides he thought 
the man rather fresh. 

The riveting ceased for a moment, and a 
person with a greasy officer's cap came hurry- 
ing across the deck. 

" Here is an officer at any rate," thought 
Jonas. 

" Excuse me, Captain," said the officer with 
a brisk salute, "but when do you want the 
dock-trial to begin?", 

" Just as soon as you can," said the man in 
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overalls cheerfully. " I've just come up from 
the trimming tank, Stein. That job will be 
all right. We'll get out on the first I " 

Jonas was dumbfounded. 

" Excuse me, sir/' he said smiling. " You 
are not Captain Holder? " 

" This isn't his cap," said the other, " but 
I'm he. Is this Ensign Al thorp? I'm glad 
to see you. Report to the executive, Mr. 
Bridge. He'll put you right to work, my boy. 
No formalities now. We are all pulling to 
start for the War Zone on the first of the 
month." 

Jonas made up his mind then and there that, 
if he could fix it, the ship would get out on 
time. 

He managed to find Mr. Bridge and was 
assigned to a fresh painted stateroom with a 
metal desk and chest of drawers and numerous 
lockers. He was surprised to find how con- 
veniently it was arranged and how every little 
nook and cranny was utilized. He easily got 
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all his things unpacked (with the aid of a 
Filipino boy) and had plenty of room for more. 
There were several lights, a fan, a mirror, a 
wash-stand, and in fact everything a bachelor 
needed. 

" Dinner at six-thirty, sir," said the boy. 
" But officers eat when they can, sir. Very 
busy now." 

Jonas found the wardroom larger than his 
own little cubby-hole. It looked like a good 
place for talking, eating, smoking and reading. 
The upholstered transoms and the table covered 
with a green cloth gave some appearance of 
comfort. Jonas hurriedly shifted into an old 
uniform (he hadn't bought overalls yet) and 
hurried on deck. He felt anxious and ready to 
get into the game and help the ship out. As 
he reached the galley he saw Chase just com- 
ing aboard. Jonas was surprised to notice how 
cool and easy he looked, and how quickly he 
singled out the quartermaster. He also saw 
that Chase had been clever enough to leave his 
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gloves. He ran up to him and welcomed him 
aboard. 

" Pretty busy scene, eh, Windy? Where's 
the Old Man? " 

" Captain Holder? Bet you couldn't spot 
him in a month of Sundays." 

"There he is, I think. Am I right?" 
Jonas looked surprised and nodded. " Well, 
I'll go over and report." 

At dinner that night they found a young 
doctor and a lieutenant of the regular Navy. 
Jonas introduced himself and asked the doctor 
where the others were. 

" The skipper goes home to dinner about 
eight o'clock, then comes back about midnight 
to sleep. He has a wife and three infants 
ashore — four infants in all, I call it. Mr. 
Bridge usually gets down about seven-thirty. 
The chief came down early to-night — his dock- 
trial starts at seven. I've been taking most of 
my meals alone." 

Immediately after dinner Chase lighted a 
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cigar and disappeared into his stateroom. He 
soon came out in a suit of clean overalls and 
handed another to Jonas. 

" I knew you'd need these, Windy, so I 
brought 'em along. Pity they're so clean. 
Let's go on deck and try to look useful any- 
way." He led the way — Chase always wanted 
to lead. 

" That's the stuff! " said Captain Holder as 
they met him at the foot of the ladder. " Work 
will win the war ! You lads will soon see what's 
doing and tail on." 

" Captain, I have a job for Mr. Althorp 
right away," said Lieutenant Bridge, who ap- 
peared just then. " I want him to go up to 
the machine shop with this machinist's mate 
and find what they're doing about the casting 
for our steering engine. Bates here will tell 
you all about it," he said, turning to Jonas. 

Jonas was away an hour or two. When he 
returned he found Chase busy with a gang of 
men installing an anti-aircraft gun. 
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" Those fellows certainly learned a lot while 
I was under arrest," thought Jonas. " Chase 
doesn't feel half as green as I do. But I'll 
catch on because I like it." 

The next day but one was the fateful first. 
For the last forty-eight hours Captain Holder 
had hardly eaten or slept; but that afternoon 
when the two ensigns passed him in the yard, 
he was in a new-looking uniform and had a 
fair-haired little girl in his arms. By his side 
was a pretty, fresh-cheeked girl with a very 
springy, gliding walk, and he was closely fol- 
lowed by a stylishly dressed young woman who 
was leading one small boy and helping another 
over the rough places. 

" Old Man must have grown daughters ! " 
exclaimed Jonas after they passed. " But 
gee ! He can't be a grandfather ! " 

" That's his wife behind," answered Chase, 
who knew everything. " She's older than she 
looks; but she's ten years younger than he is. 
They say he's dippy about her." 
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"Who's the girl?" asked Jonas, looking 
back. " The Old Man's running a beauty 
show." 

When the young men returned the captain's 
family were still aboard. 

" When do you leave, Mrs. Holder? " asked 
Jonas, after being duly introduced. " I wish 
you were going with us." He blushed and 
looked as if he meant it. Mrs. Holder smiled. 
She had the face and figure of a young girl, 
and was a favorite with all her husband's 
officers. 

" I don't know," she replied rather pathetic- 
allv. " We want to see the last of Mr. Holder, 
for we don't know when we shall see him 
again." Her lip drooped, and Jonas looked 
sympathetic. " I'm hoping something may 
keep the ship at the last moment — can't some- 
body leave a hammer in a cylinder or something 
like that? " She tried to laugh. 

Captain Holder, who had been called away, 
came bustling back. 
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" Here are your tickets ! " he said to his wife 
in a cheery tone. " They'll carry you and the 
infants three thousand miles." 

" No, Daddy ! " said the little girl. " I want 
to stay with you on the ship ! " 

"No, siree," laughed the captain, picking 
her up. " The only member of the family I'll 
keep is Hoover." Hoover was the little black 
cocker spaniel; and Hoover had taken up his 
abode on the Calvert. " Daddy'll see you when 
he comes back from the big ocean ! " 

Jonas had been wondering all this time 
where the young lady was. Just then she ap- 
peared with Mr. Bridge, who had been showing 
her about the ship. Mr. Bridge seemed to like 
this duty. 

" Mr. Althorp, this is my sister Elsa — Miss 
Delmar." As the introduction was spoken 
Jonas's eyes met Elsa's. It was as if he had 
seen a beautiful picture. 

"Where do you live?" he asked after a 
while. 
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" Oh, I'm just a co-ed," she laughed. " My 
room's in a fraternity house on the University 
grounds. You must come over to our next 
reception." 

" I'll get my orders changed," jollied Jonas. 
" I had expected to go out on this packet, but 
if you'll give me enough dances " 

" A dance when you return for every sub- 
marine you have sunk," she replied, blushing a 
bit, and smiling again with her picture eyes. 

Just before dinner Jonas saw the little 
f amily group at the gangway, where a boat was 
waiting. Captain Holder was less breezy than 
usual, but he bustled them aboard, kissed them 
good-bye, and came hurrying up the ladder. 

"Well " He looked at Jonas, who 

was waving a good-bye to Elsa. " So much 
for those little chaps. Don't lose a minute, 
boys ! " he added to the gang of yard workmen 
who were toiling overtime to get the ship off. 
"This is the first, and we are starting for 
France I" 
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" Don't see how you can make it to-night, 
sir! " objected a foreman. " The anchor en- 
gine isn't ready yet — and I'm doubtful about 
the pump rod." 

" We'll finish them ourselves ! " said Holder 

« 

cheerfully. "We'll limp along somehow. 
But it must be the first ! " 

" It's mighty near the second ! " laughed the 
man as he walked on. 

Some minutes later Jonas was surprised to 
see two well-dressed civilians leaving the gang- 
plank. As they started up the dock he heard 
one of them speak — and it seemed to Jonas that 
he said " zose " instead of " those " and spoke 
with a foreign accent. He had a ruddy face, 
blonde hair, and watery blue eyes. In the 
confusion no one else had seemed to observe 
the pair. Jonas wondered who they were, for 
they wore no workmen's badge and did not 
walk like officers. 

Noticing a sentry they had just passed, he 
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ran down the gangplank to ask him about 
them. 

" Oh, they're friends of one of the officers, 
sir — the chief engineer or somebody — they had 
a special pass to visit the ship." 

" I see," answered Jonas — " then you're sure 
it's all right? " 

"Yes, sir! Sure. I looked at the pass 
mighty careful." 

It seemed queer to Jonas that the chief or 
anybody should be entertaining foreign-look- 
ing visitors on a ship about to sail for the War 
Zone. He had half a mind to follow these 
people ; but the sentry was positive, and he was 
already late for dinner. 

When he came up, the Calvert was like the 
tower of Babel. Twice as many men were 
working as ever before — sailors and mechanics 
busy as bees and bumping each other every- 
where. Thick smoke was pouring from the 
funnels; strange noises came up from the en- 
gine-room. Piles of stores were on deck, inside 
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the galley, and near the wardroom, where men 
were busily striking them below. There was 
still some hammering and pounding, but work- 
men were beginning to gather up their tools 
and leave. 

At 11:30 the boatswain's mate and masters- 
at-arms piped and passed the word: " All yard 
workmen ashore ! " A yard tug steamed along- 
side and made fast to the port quarter. Men 
appeared on the deck and stood by to cast off 
the lines. 

At 11 : 45 the captain went on the bridge, and 
a moment later a short toot of the whistle gave 
the signal to let go. The hawser ends were 
hauled aboard, the search-lights were turned 
off, and at five minutes to midnight the Calvert 
quietly slipped from her mooring and headed 
out to sea. 

Jonas's mind was full. It was the greatest 
adventure of his life. Would he go straight 
to the War Zone? Would he fight the sub- 
marines? As the ship swished along through 
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the still waters of the Bay he gazed at the lights 
ashore, wondering if he would ever see them 
again. Perhaps he would leave his bones at 
the bottom of the North Sea; perhaps in a 
German burial ground! Or he might come 
back wearing a medal and with two stripes on 
his sleeve. Wouldn't his father be pleased! 
He would go to the little co-ed's reception and 
have every dance with her. She might 

Somebody slapped him on the back. 

" Taking a last look? Well, we did what 
we said — thanks to you young fellows and the 
yard force." 

" Yes, Captain," answered Jonas, " we got 
out on the first ! " 

" Now for the U-boats ! " said Holder. 



CHAPTER IV 

THE HUN MISFIRES 

"OCREEN all lights!" 

The word was passed along the gang- 
way, and in a moment the Calvert's decks were 
in darkness except for a few beams through the 
main hatch and a faint glow on the bridge, 
where the captain was studying a chart. The 
good destroyer had crossed the ocean in record 
time, and was now on the edge of the War 
Zone. 

Jonas, who was officer of the deck, took a 
quick look fore and aft. Around him on the 
bridge he could see dim shapes of silent men — 
the seamen at the wheel, occasionally shifting 
it a spoke or two; the quartermaster at the 
conn, directing the helmsman with a rare low 

word; the lookouts straining their eyes for 
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lights or hulks, and the thick-set figure of 
Holder over his chart. 

" Get a tarpaulin over that hatch! " Jonas 
called. " Too much light coming up ! " 

" Quietly, my boy ! " cautioned Holder, 
looking up. " Sounds carry as well as light." 

" Aye, aye, sir ! Quartermaster call up the 
engine-room and tell 'em too many live sparks 
are coming out the smoke-stack." 

" Those sparks almost look like signals, sir! " 
whispered the quartermaster. " There's a little 
shower of them ; then two quick ones, then an- 
other long — and a short." 

" Can't be anything like that," answered 
Jonas. " See — they've all stopped now." 

The quartermaster said nothing more, but 
Jonas kept thinking about it as he watched the 
dark tumbling waves under the bow and along 
the run. They made him shiver. His thoughts 
went back to that last night on the dock, and 
the strange visitors he had noticed just before 
sailing time. 
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"They're all right, sir — came to see the 
chief engineer, or some officer!" the sentry said. 

The chief engineer ! That silent lieutenant, 
who never had much to say at mess table — 
Lieutenant Stein. 

" By the way," thought Jonas, with a jump, 
" Stein is a German name! But he's an 
Annapolis man — in the regular service — can't 
be that " 

" Light — ho ! " called the port lookout. 

"Where is it?" asked Jonas. He should 
have said " Where away? " 

" It's over there, sir — half-way between 
ahead and sideways ! " 

" He means broad off the port bow," grinned 
the quartermaster. " He's one o' those Train- 
ing Camp sailors. I see it, sir ! A red light ! " 

Suddenly there was a shower of sparks, and 
a moment later the light disappeared. Every 
ship suspects every other in the War Zone. 
Jonas peered long into the darkness, but he 
could see nothing more of the passing vessel. 
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During the rest of the watch nothing ex- 
citing happened — Jonas kept looking out into 
the circle of darkness around the destroyer; but 
his thoughts wandered back to Gullport — and 
to the face of the little co-ed. 

Next morning he felt very sleepy after his 
mid-watch, but he had to drill a division at 
their three-inch guns. Though Jonas was a 
lively, pleasant fellow off duty, he was rather 
pompous officially, and the men seemed to 
resent his way of giving orders. At any rate 
his drill did not go half so smoothly as Chase's 
across the deck. Jonas felt that Chase was 
pleased by this; for his friend had a strong 
competitive spirit, and was never better satis- 
fied than when he was besting somebody in 
some game. Jonas liked competition, too, but 
felt that Chase put it ahead of more important 
things. Except for this, Chase was an ex- 
cellent shipmate. 

Captain Holder was on deck, accidentally it 
seemed, and, strange for him, was watching 
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other people work instead of working himself. 
When the drill was done, he called Jonas over 
to the anti-aircraft gun by which he was stand- 
ing. 

" You have studied hard, Althorp," he said 
kindly. " I can see that you know the drill. 
Now I want to tell you one or two things to 
set you straight. Did you notice Mr. Chase 
with his division? He seems to have a knack 
for handling men. He is never stiff or formal 
with them, and yet he is dignified and keeps 
them at a distance. They always feel that he 
is running the show — but he doesn't rub it in. 
Learn to keep yourself out of the thing. Re- 
member what some fellow said : * Take your 
work seriously but don't take yourself seri- 
ously/ " 

Jonas was listening attentively, and nodded 
as Holder finished each sentence. The cap- 
tain had the art of advising people without 
offending them. 

" In the regular service," Holder continued, 
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" we try to act as well-bred people do in society. 
We follow certain forms, we give certain 
salutes, we wear swords, gloves, uniforms — 
but we do all these things as a matter of course 
and forget about them. Outsiders always 
notice and talk of those things. We are think- 
ing about how much coal there is in the bunkers, 
or whether the men have good food and know 
their gun stations. Those other things are 
just froth. Let me give you two rules: Make 
the men always feel you know more than they 
do, and you'll never have to talk loud; make 
'em feel you are thinking about results and not 
about yourself, and they'll tumble over each 
other to do what you want. Well," he ended, 
" it's seven bells and time for all honest men to 

« 

be washing up for dinner." 

Jonas thanked him and walked forward. 

A few minutes later, after a short turn on 
deck, he entered his stateroom. As he reached 
for his water pitcher he heard a knock. It was 
the Jack of the Dust. 



\ 
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" This is for you, sir," said that functionary. 
" Pay yeoman told me to bring it. Every of- 
ficer gets one from the Red Cross basket. 
Haven't had time to pass 'em around before, 
sir. 

Jonas opened the parcel handed him, and 
found a blue sweater — a very bright blue for 
naval wear, but that didn't matter in the War 
Zone. Though the knitting looked amateur- 
ish, the wool felt warm, and Jonas was as 
pleased as punch. When he unrolled it for 
closer examination, he was surprised to find a 
little note pinned to the sleeve. It was in a 
girlish hand and very brief: 

" I made this one. — Elsa." 

It made Jonas smile and feel happy. 

But when he walked over to his chiffonier 
he was surprised to find another note pinned 
to the wood. He pulled it loose, switched on 
the light, and glanced at the paper. It was 
typewritten: 

" Keep a bright lookout," it said. " There 
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are German spies aboard. They are trying to 
destroy us. Watch the After Magazine." 
t. This was the magazine Jonas had to inspect 
> every day. He had been through it that morn- 
ing without finding anything wrong. 

His first impulse was to hurry with the note 
to the captain or Mr. Bridge. Then he de- 
cided to consult Chase first, and stepped across 
the passage to Fred's stateroom. But he found 
it empty, and returning to his own he leaned 
against the bunk and tried to think. 

Suddenly he remembered the strange late 
visitors at the yard and the sparks from the 
smoke-stack the night before. 

" Stein ! " he said to himself softly. " Stein. 
That's a Prussian name all right ! " 

Jonas never missed a trick through lack of 
energy. Hurriedly slipping on his overall 
jumper he walked past Stein's stateroom. 
Stein was bending over a paper, and it seemed 
to Jonas that there was something furtive and 
secretive in his attitude. When he arrived at 
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the magazine hatch, he found to his disgust that 
it was locked — as he might have expected — and 
had to hunt up the gunner's mate. This 
worthy was just sitting down to dinner, and 
seemed to be growling inaudibly when he rose 
to answer Jonas's summons. 

" He might have waited till turn-to ! " Jonas 
heard another petty officer say as he turned 
away. 

" Oh, these reserves don't bother their heads 
about mess-gear," was the reply. " Last week 

I " but by this time Jonas was out of 

hearing. 

The gunner's mate sullenly unlocked the 
magazine and followed Jonas down. Up to 
this moment his manner had been gruff; but he 
suddenly sniffed and seemed interested. 

" Queer smell, sir! " he said. " But 'tain't 
smokeless fumes ! " He sniffed two or three 
times, and felt around among the boxes. 
What d'ye think it is ? " asked Jonas. 
D-don't know, sir! The place must need 
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ventilation. Don't see anything wrong. These 
magazines get mighty close sometimes." 

Both men moved boxes, pulled up gratings, 
and prowled about in the corners for ten or 
fifteen minutes. 

" Anything more, sir? " asked the gunner's 
mate. " It's nearly one bell." 

" I can't find anything. All right, Jenkins. 
But let me know at once if you see anything 
suspicious down here." 

Jenkins went up to a late meal. He noticed 
that as he entered the wardroom the chief en- 
gineer looked at him fixedly. 

"Hello, Windy!" hailed Chase, who was 
smoking a pipe. " Where been? " 

" I'll tell you after while ! " whispered Jonas. 

Chase nodded and went on placidly smoking. 
Stein sat silent as usual, and did not catch 
Jonas's eye again. Chase glanced at him, 
made a face, and shrugged his shoulders as if 
to say: 

" He's a nice messmate for a long cruise ! " 
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Jonas did not smile in his usual way, but bolted 
his canned beans rapidly. 

" No coffee, boy ! " he said. " Tell Jenkins 
I'm ready to go below ! " 

" 1*11 see you soon, Fred!" he said, as he 
hurried from table. " Something I want to 
talk over with you." 

" Sounds mysterious," laughed Chase in his 
usual way. "You are a sphinx these days, 
Windy." 

Jonas disappeared through the doorway and 
hastened back to the magazine. 

"Whew!" said Jenkins quickly, as they 
entered. " That smells stronger than ever. 
It's worse'n a T and T factory." 

" We'll move every box in this magazine ! " 
answered Jonas in his noisy, bustling way. " I 
think you're a good man, Jenkins — but I'll 
change my mind if you don't run down that 
smell. 

"What's that over there?" asked Jonas, 
pointing to an object behind a box in a corner. 
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" That? That's just a bucket," said Jenkins. 
" Seems to me " 

" What's it doing there? " broke in Jonas. 
He walked over and lifted the bucket from the 
rack. As he did so he coughed. 

"Gee! but it's heavy!" he exclaimed. 
" What the " 

The chemical smell was overpowering. 
Jenkins was looking over his shoulder. 

" Get it out of here in a hurry, sir! I know 
what that thing is. It's a time bomb, and it's 
liable to go off any second! " 



CHAPTER V 

THE ELUSIVE U-BOAT 

JONAS started up the hatch, bomb in hand, 
as excited as a hen that has just laid an 
egg. Jenkins locked the magazine and fol- 
lowed close behind. 

" Better throw it right over the side, sir," he 

« 

shouted. " It'll blow us up and the ship too if 

you don't." 

Cooling off sufficiently to realize his danger, 

Jonas felt more like dropping the bomb and 

jumping over the side himself. He suddenly 

felt cold, and but for the fact that Jenkins was 

there, might have dropped the deadly thing 

and run. As he reached the deck, the handle 

caught in an eye bolt and broke at one end; 

but the bomb still dangled at the other. Jonas 

stumbled across the deck, bumping into two or 
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three men, and hove the black thing into the 
Atlantic. Only a strong smell of sulphuric 
acid remained. 

" What's up? " asked Bridge, who chanced 
to be passing. " What are you throwing over- 
board, Mr. Althorp?" His tone was harsh 
and unpleasant. Unlike Captain Holder, the 
executive officer seemed to enjoy finding fault 
with the two reserve officers. He had told 
Jonas many useful things, but the telling al- 
ways left a sting. 

" Only a bomb, sir," answered Jonas rather 
disrespectfully. 

" A what? " shouted Mr. Bridge. " What's 
all this, young man? " A little group of men 
had gathered round them. Stein also appeared 
at this moment. 

"We found a machine those devils had 
planted below, sir ! " spoke up Jenkins, step- 
ping up beside Jonas. " Right in the after 
magazine! I knew it was a time bomb, and 
asked Mr. Althorp to throw it overboard." 
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" How did you know it was a bomb? " broke 
in Stein. " Did it have a clock or anything to 
indicate it was one? " 

Jonas looked at him angrily. 

" It didn't have a clock," he said sharply, 
" but it had a lot of acid in a bottle with a 
rubber cork." 

"Yes, sir," added Jenkins, "an* the acid 
was just about through the cork. In a minute 
or two it would 'a' eaten through an' started off 
the stuff inside." 

" How do you know there was acid there? " 
objected Stein. He seemed to doubt the whole 
story. " Are you sure you didn't smell powder 
fumes? That looked to me like a bucket with 
a small casting in it. Perhaps a yard work- 



man " 



it 



I saw it plain as day ! " shouted Jonas, as 
if Stein had insulted him. " There was a 
metal case in that bucket. It was just like 
some of the bombs I've seen described. The 
smell of acid was coming from it, and " 
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" Don't get excited, Mr. Althorp ! " put in 
Lieutenant Bridge dryly. " We don't want 
any alarmist business on board. No Germans 
had any chance to enter that magazine. If 
you thought you had a bomb/' he gave a 
sardonic smile, and several men standing near 
him snickered, " you should have brought it to 
me for examination." 

Jonas flushed and started to answer hotly, 
but he remembered himself and kept silent. 
As the little group dispersed, he again caught 
Stein's eye, and returned the latter's look with 
intensity. 

" I know it teas a bomb," muttered Jenkins 
to the sailors near him. " If youse fellows had 
'a' been there you would have beat it for the 
rail just as we did. Hunt up Mr. Bridge with 
a smokin' bomb in your arms ! " he snuffed and 
turned away. 

As Jonas walked rapidly forward he felt 
mortified, hurt, and disappointed. His first 
thought after heaving the thing overboard had 
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been, " I've saved the ship. They'll appreciate 
me now and give me another stripe 1 " 

And this had been the outcome ! He angrily 
resolved that the next time he would let the 
ship blow up or sink rather than lay himself 
open to unjust rebukes. 

He found Chase reading " Faust " in his 
stateroom. 

"Hello, Windy! Where'd you disappear 
to? Thought you were going to tell me all 
about something? " 

Jonas told him the whole story. 

"That's mighty interesting," said Chase. 
" I doubt if it was a bomb — but you were 
mighty right to take no chances. Old Bridge 
is certainly a pill. Why didn't he thank you 
instead of acting that way? Tell you what, 
Windy — these regular officers are all snobs." 

"They think they know it all," answered 
Jonas. " Don't seem to think a Reserve has 
any sense. But I must say, Fred, Holder isn't 
that way." 
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"Well— look at Stein! Say, Windy! 
What's the matter with that fellow? He al- 
ways seems to be brooding over something. If 
anybody on board was mixed up with a bomb — 
well " — he shook out a laugh — " I'd hate to 
cast asparagus on the chief or anybody. But 
perhaps Stein's visitors brought it aboard." 
Jonas had talked that matter over with Chase, 
who had agreed that it looked queer. " I'm go- 
ing to shadow him on my engine-room watches." 

" Oh, say, Fred," said Jonas as he rose to go, 
" I have a request to make of you." 

Fred looked up inquiringly. 

" I want you to stop calling me Windy ; I've 
got more sense than I used to have." 

"All right, old boy; what'U I call you? 
Burns ? You're some detective." He laughed 
again. 

There was a rap at the door. 

" Cap'n wants to see you, sir," said the 
orderly to Jonas. 

" Where is he? On the bridge? " 
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" Yes, sir." The boy grinned as he walked 
away. The crew were inclined to think Mr. 
Bridge was right, — that the ensign had raised 
a false alarm. 

Jonas found the captain smoking a black 
cigar. He had got little sleep for the last few 
days and was tiying to keep himself awake. 

" Mr. Bridge told me about your find ! " he 
remarked gravely. " You were dead right to 
hurry on deck and act promptly. Of course 
we should have liked to examine it first, 
but " 

" I shouldn't have been here if I'd waited, 
sir! I'm certain it was a bomb— and it must 
have been about ready to explode ! " 

" Perhaps you are right," admitted the cap- 
tain, focusing his eye on the horizon. " At any 
rate I like initiative. Never be afraid to fol- 
low your best judgment. That's all a fellow 
can do." 

" I shouldn't feel like doing it again, sir, 
after the way Mr. Bridge called me down." 
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"Which counts most," asked the captain, 
" the ship or your feelings? " 

Jonas did not answer. 

" Think it over, Mr. Althorp. You and I 
are not trying to get bouquets — at least that's 
not our main idea. We're trying to lick the 
Kaiser.' 9 The captain again took a long look 
to seaward. 

"Mr. Chase!" he called. (Chase was of- 
ficer of the deck, and stood, binoculars in hand, 
only a few feet away. ) " Take a squint at that 
dark spot just below the long bit of cloud over 
there.' 9 He pointed to a detached cloud strip 
near the horizon. Jonas looked but could see 
nothing. 

Chase raised his glasses. 

"Think it 9 s another small cloud, sir! 99 he 
reported in his quick, formal way; " I'll keep 
my eye on it, though. It 9 s getting dark to the 
eastward — must be nearly sunset. 99 The sun, 
setting over the quarter, was behind the clouds. 

At that moment the wireless operator, with- 
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out overshirt or cap, mounted the ladder and 
handed Chase a radiogram. The latter read it 
and passed it to the captain. 

" That's something like it ! n exclaimed the 
latter. " Read this, Althorp — I want all the 
watch officers to see it." 

The message was from the flag-ship of the 
American cruiser force. 

"Von Gerbst thought to be on the U-15. 
Keep bright lookout. Last reported eighty 
miles east northeast your noon position." 

" You know who von Gerbst is? " 

" Oh, yes, sir. He's the brains of the U-boat 
flotilla, isn't he? " 

" So they say. And our mission is to catch 
him. The Secretary has given us that special 
job." He again looked at the cloud streaks 
near the horizon. 

" Lend me your glasses, Mr. Chase! I still 
think I see a dark mass over there. 

" Why, yes ! " he exclaimed, after changing 
the adjustment. "Of course I do! Right 
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full rudder, sir, and head over that way ! Ring 
up full speed — tell 'em to spread their fires! 
Call the gun crew to quarters ! 

" It looks like a U-boat," he added. " Maybe 
the U-15 itself! 

" Hoist the German colors, Mr. Chase ! " 

" Sir! " exclaimed Jonas. " You mean our 
colors, don't you? " 

" No," answered the captain. " Sea law 
permits the use of an enemy or other flag as a 
decoy. But we never open fire without hoist- 
ing our own colors." He looked through his 
glasses again. 

" Haven't you noticed the peculiar lines of 
the Calvert? " he continued. " She has been 
built to imitate the German model — that's why 
we particularly hope to bag von Gerbst. Did 
you ever see any other destroyer with a bridge 
like ours? " 

" I'll go below to my guns, sir! " answered 
Jonas. 

" Yes. Don't fire without my order." 
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The Calvert had picked up speed rapidly 
and was heading over toward the dark object. 
A smoke trail could be seen; and in a few 
moments a long, low craft, with two masts and 
a central tower was distinctly visible. 

Jonas glanced up from his gun station at 
Chase, who from his higher post could see 
better. Using his arms Chase made the sema- 
phore letter " U." Jonas nodded. 

" Load ! " he ordered. There was a rattle of 
entering shells and the metallic clang of closing 
breach blocks. 

Mr. Bridge arrived on the scene and relieved 
Chase of his duty as officer of the deck. Jonas 
saw the latter hurrying down from the bridge, 
and felt sure that the other guns would be well 
looked out for. 

The U-boat was now awash — this is, almost 
submerged, with only her conning tower, and 
a few inches of flaring forecastle showing. 
She was moving slowly toward the Calvert. 

" She'll give us the slip in a minute," said 
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Grove, the boatswain's mate, Jonas's assistant. 
" Down she'll go as soon as she gets a good 
view of us and makes us out." 

But still the U-boat remained awash, with 
both her periscopes trained on the destroyer. 
Evidently her officers were taking a careful 
look. By this time she was hardly two miles 
away. The gun crews were eager to open fire. 

" What are those men handling back there? " 
asked Jonas. 

"Aft there, sir? Those are depth bombs. 
I hope we'll drop one on that bloody diver." 

Grove was usually very taciturn with Jonas, 
but now his eyes were bright and his tongue 
loosened. 

" By cracky, sir! I believe they think we're 
a good Deutsche torpedo boat. Wouldn't I 
like to see 'em come alongside and ask for sup- 
plies! The dirty " 

As he spoke there was an awful shrieking 
sound. Jonas gave a great start. 

M What is that? " he shouted. 
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" Some poor idiot has sounded our siren ! " 
Grove answered. "What d'ye know about 
that? " 

The U-boat jumped ahead like a startled 
rabbit Her stern rose, the waters closed 
round her conning tower — and in less than 
thirty seconds she was completely under. 

Evidently her captain, not understanding 
the noise, had preferred to take no chances. 

" Keep your eyes peeled ! " shouted Holder, 
" and let her have it if she shows her periscopes. 
Stand by your depth bombs ! " 

Grove gave a groan. 

" In another moment she'd have been as full 
of holes as a tube plate! What amy fool 
sounded our siren? " 

" Say, Jonas ! " shouted Chase from across 
the deck; "that was a close call, eh? Now 
we've got to do the looking out!" A sub- 
merged U-boat is a bad neighbor. 

The siren was usually sounded from the 
bridge. But nobody there had pulled the cord. 
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Jonas moved toward the smoke-stack that the 
siren was attached to. 

" Helloa! " he shouted. " What's this wire 
here for? " 

Somebody had led a small unobtrusive wire 
from the siren lever to a grating over the fire- 
room — and somebody had pulled the wire! 



CHAPTER VI 

MANY A SLIP 

I ?XTRA lookouts were immediately sta- 
^~* tioned, but that was hardly necessary — 
for every man on the Calvert's deck made him- 
self a lookout. The hunter had become the 
hunted. 

Jonas strained his eyes trying to sight the 
U-boat's periscope. Once he felt sure he saw 
the gleam of metal in the wave made by the 
Calvert in turning; but a second glance satis- 
fied him that the glint was from sunlight on the 
water. There were several false alarms from 
the crew, and the gun pointers were kept busy 
pointing their guns at imaginary targets. 

" What's that, sir? " shouted Grove suddenly. 

Jonas looked where the man was pointing, 
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and could barely distinguish something on the 
water — merely an unevenness, a dark spot, 
something that did not move like the waves. 

" It's a periscope, sir ! Get the guns on it ! " 

Jonas gave a quick order and a moment later 
banged loose with the first gun he had ever 
fired. 

"Step lively, fellows 1" urged Grove. 
" Keep your eye on it! Let her have it again, 
Mr.Althorp!" 

The first shot had been wild, but this second 
was only a few yards off. Another gun opened 
fire, and splashed water near the periscope. 
But a target the size of a man's leg is hard to 
hit a mile away. 

" Great Scott! " exclaimed the gun pointer 
nearest Jonas. " Look what's coming! " 

A thin white streak was just visible on the 
surface of the water. It seemed to grow 
larger and larger, reaching out like a shadowy 
arm for the destroyer. Jonas watched it 
fascinated — it was the wake of a torpedo. 
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At first he felt sure it would pass ahead of 
the Calvert; then he felt doubtful — then he 
thought it must strike her bow. Though the 
torpedo was going thirty-five miles an hour the 
destroyer was forging ahead too. 

" Better blow up your vest, sir! " whispered 
Grove. 

Jonas was wearing a pneumatic waistcoat 
that fitted closely like an ordinary vest, but 
could be inflated in a few seconds by means of 
a rubber tube. Then it became a life pre- 
server. He was too much interested in what 
was going on to take Grove's advice. The 
torpedo was fifty feet away, and abeam. 

" Narrow escape, Windy! " 

It was Chase's cool voice at his elbow. The 
torpedo, after swerving a little, had just missed 
the stern. 

The periscope had been sighted from the 
bridge, and the Calvert was beginning to turn 
toward it. 
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" Now's our chance, sir!" put in Grove. 
" They're getting the depth bombs ready ! " 

The group of men at the stern were pre- 
paring to drop several big cans containing high 
explosives. If one of these is dropped close 
enough to a submarine — above her, ahead, be- 
hind, or to one side — it is discharged through a 
peculiar mechanism and crushes the diver's 
hull. 

" The periscope is gone ! " exclaimed Jonas. 

Sure enough, the U-boat had dived and 
pulled the periscope under water. Her cap- 
tain did not care to risk being rammed or hav- 
ing his periscope shattered by a shot close-to. 

" Let's go aft and watch the bombs," sug- 
gested Chase. He was already hurrying to- 
ward the stern ; but Jonas stayed by his guns. 

Though the submarine had been only a few 
hundred feet away, it was difficult to tell ex- 
actly where she had submerged or just where 
she was now. But the Calvert could cover the 
distance in ten seconds ; and Jonas thought he 
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could see a little foam and disturbance in the 
water where the diver had been a moment be- 
fore. As the Calvert reached this spot his 
belief became certainty — for oil came bubbling 
to the surface not a boat's length from where 
he stood. 

The men astern saw it too, and there was a 
quick commotion. A bomb struck the water — 
and another a moment later. 

"We've got 'em dead!" exclaimed Grove 
gleefully, slapping his thigh with his big right 
hand. 

" One o' those bombs '11 get 'em sure. Now 
watch for the explosions!" His eyes were 
fierce and his great frame was shaking with 
excitement. 

But still there was no explosion. 

"What's the matter?" exclaimed Jonas. 
"Those bombs must've gone deep sure 
enough ! " 

" It's beyond me, sir!" replied Grove in a 
disappointed tone. 
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Captain Holder came running aft. 

" Who's in charge here? " he asked roughly. 
" You, Parrot? Why in thunder didn't those 
bombs go off? " 

He looked furiously at the gunner's mate. 

" I — I can't tell you, Cap'n," replied the 
man, looking limp and dejected. 

" I bet you forgot to set the fuse! " 
No, sir," said the man. 
Here! examine these two!" shouted 
Holder. " See how they are ! " 

The man cautiously worked at the third 
bomb for two or three minutes. His assistant 
was unscrewing the cap on the fourth. 

" Holy gee, Captain ! " exclaimed Parrot. 
" The firing mechanism's gone from this 
bomb!" 

" And from this one too ! " yelled Stein, who 
happened to be around as usual. 

Jonas, who was now only a few feet away, 
noticed a peculiar smile on the chief engineer's 
face. 
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Nothing more was seen of the enemy that 
afternoon and night. Next day there was an- 
other excitement, of a very different kind. 
About ten o'clock a smoke was sighted dead 
ahead. The captain, who was on the bridge, 
did not change course, but steered straight for 
it. Soon spars appeared, and then the great 
hulk of a merchantman. 

" Heard the news, Jonas? " asked Chase, 
who seemed to know everything. " We're go- 
ing to a rendezvous. It's a transport with sup- 
plies for us." 

" Perhaps she'll have mail too! " 

" Perhaps," exclaimed Chase with less 
enthusiasm. His talk was always about the 
war, and seldom about his friends at home. 

The transport was crowded, as all transports 
are, and every man on her seemed to be looking 
at the Calvert. The destroyer stopped a few 
hundred yards abeam of the big ship and 
lowered a boat. It pulled away, and every- 
body waited anxiously. If it didn't come back 
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with mail, it would at least bring newspapers 
or some news from " God's Country ." 

Jonas watched it waiting alongside the 
Niagara while the boat officer (Chase) went 
aboard. After a while he could see them pass- 
ing things down into the little craft, bobbing 
up and down beside the big one. He tried 
hard to see what the parcels were, but could 
only guess. He longed to get news from his 
father (Mrs. Althorp was dead), and hoped 
against hope that a letter might come from 
Elsa. Yet why should she write? They had 
only met once, and he had no chance to send 
letters to her. 

At last the boat came pulling back. It was 
pitching and rolling so that the men could 
hardly row, but Chase seemed to have got the 
" sea habit " and looked quite at ease in the 
stern sheets. 

"There's mail aboard, sir!" said a sharp- 
eyed seaman. "Two bags there by Mr. 
Chase." 
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The mail and other packages were hustled 
aboard, and while the boat went back for sup- 
plies the mail clerk took charge of the dis- 
tribution. After a while he appeared with a 
big armful of newspapers and letters, and the 
men on deck clustered round him. Jonas stood 
on the edge of the crowd expecting to hear his 
own name called out ; but to his utter surprise 
and disappointment heard neither his name nor 
Chase's. 

Disgusted with life, he strolled moodily 
down to his stateroom. He had longed for 
this mail as a child longs for Christmas. Not 
even a newspaper, it appeared, though every 
sailor on the ship seemed to have one. Not a 
word from home for a month! But as he 
pushed back his curtains his heart gave a leap. 
On his bunk was a great heap of letters and 
papers and several parcel-post boxes! The 
clerk had brought the officers' mail aft before 
calling the crew's. 

Jonas eagerly looked over his letters. There 
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were three from his father, and several from 
men and girls whose friendship had doubled 
since his enrollment. There were also notes 
from the fellows he had lived with in a frater- 
nity house, and one from his history professor. 
But not a line from Elsa ! 

Before starting to read, he opened his pack- 
ages. One was a welcome box of things to 
eat; another was merely a calendar — a very 
pretty calendar topped with a fancy group of 
maidens representing each of the Allied Na- 
tions. He glanced with pleasure at all — then 
took a closer look at " America." In place of 
the original figure was a winsome tinted photo- 
graph of Elsa. Jonas looked for a message, 
but could not even find her initials. 

"How'd you come out?" said the doctor, 
who strolled in with Chase at this moment. 
" Had time to read your papers yet? They 
say von Gerbst is planning a huge U-boat raid, 
and that he's on the U-15 all right. What a 
shame we didn't sink her yesterday ! " 
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"We had a rattling good chance!" said 
Chase. "Where'd you get your calendar, 
Jonas? Say — that girl in the foreground's a 
peach ! Suppose she's ' America/ Seems to 
me I've seen the original somewhere/' 

Jonas laughed, but didn't say who she was. 
He was in high spirits, and, while talking, was 
busily sorting out his mail. 

"This is worth going to sea for!" he ex- 
claimed. " You fellows can yap all you want 
to, but I haven't time to listen. Did you get 
some letters, Pills? " 

"Oh, a few," said the doctor; "but you 
ought to see Stein's pile! You could hardly 
see him behind it." 

" I saw him tuck the top letter away pretty 
quickly!" said Chase in a low tone full of 
meaning. " It was written in German! " 

Jonas opened his mouth impulsively, but 
checked himself. The doctor said nothing. 

" Well," continued Chase, " I'd better not 
talk, so long's we have to work under him." 



96 THE SPY ON THE SUBMAEINE 

Since the beginning of the cruise, the cap- 
tain had required the reserve ensigns to stand 
occasional watches in the engine-room. Every 
deck officer has to know something about 
engineering. 

" I don't see why the Old Man makes us do 
this," said Jonas. " There's a chief engineer 
aboard and we are busy enough with our deck 
watches/' 

Chase nodded. 

" And," continued Jonas, warming to his 
subject, " I don't see Holder spending much 
time in that greasy engine-room." 

" Or in that hot box with the fires ! " agreed 
Chase. 

" Well, pipe down, you fellows ! " laughed 
Jonas, recovering his good humor. " I've got 
to get outside of this mail." 

" I have a few letters myself," said Chase, 
pulling back the curtain to go. 

The very next day the captain sent for 
Jonas. He was on the bridge as usual, and in 
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his usual good humor. Jonas noticed, however, 
that he looked a little tired. 

"Mr. Stein is on the sick-list," he said. 
" Nothing serious, but he can't do duty for 
several days. I always try to train an un- 
derstudy for each important billet. You 
haven't had much time to learn engineering 
yet — -" 

" No, sir," said Jonas, looking worried. 

" But there is nobody except you or Mr. 
Chase. Mr. Bridge has to navigate and attend 
to a thousand things beside. I'll spend as 
much time as possible below, and I think be- 
tween us we can swing the job." He smiled,' 
and Jonas looked confused. He thought of 
his criticism yesterday, and knew now that the 
captain had been right. He also knew that 
Holder would do most of Stein's work, in addi- 
tion to his own, while the chief was sick. 

" Lesson number two," he said to himself as 
he tumbled down the ladder. " I'll learn this 
naval business after a while. Next time I 



98 THE SPY ON THE SUBMARINE 

won't criticize higher-ups until I know all the 
facts." 

Fortunately the next few days were un- 
eventful, and the weather, though cold, was 
fine. But Jonas wondered when Captain 
Holder managed to sleep. It seemed to him 
that at all hours of the day or night — whenever 
he happened on duty himself — the captain was 
either on the bridge or in the engine-room. 
The executive, though not idle, had a much 
easier time of it. 

Early one forenoon, Jonas was on his way 
to the engine-room. As he stepped on deck 
he noted some excitement in the air. All the 
men in sight had stopped work, and all were 
staring at something not on the water but in 
the sky. 

" I know it's a seaplane," said a man near 
Jonas. 

" Get your spectacles ! " answered another 
sailor. "What'd an aeroplane be doing out 
here? Why " 
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" Don't you hear that noise? " asked the first 
man. 

Jonas could hear very distinctly the peculiar 
whirring sound made by an aeroplane's pro- 
peller. He stopped in the gangway and 
fastened his eye on the rapidly approaching 
machine. 

" If you don't mind, sir, I'd like to pass ! " 

The harsh voice and disagreeable tone 
brought Jonas back to earth — or to the Cal- 
vert's deck — very suddenly. 

" Excuse me, sir ! " he apologized, stepping 
to one side of the narrow passageway. 

Lieutenant Bridge muttered something 
about "half-baked young officers," and hur- 
ried on. Jonas felt hurt and angry, but was 
too much interested in the approaching 
seaplane to think much of the matter just 
then. 

" It's British, sir," said Grove. The big 
fellow seemed to like Jonas better as time went 
on, and often gave him useful information. 
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" See the St. Andrew's cross painted on her 
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wings? 

"That might be camouflage," objected 
Jonas. 

" Yes, sir, but it's a British make and they 
fly like Britishers. I've seen 'em often be- 
fore." 

The old sailor smiled in his slow, good- 
humored way. He was uneducated, but he 
knew the sea and he knew life. 

By this time the machine was hardly a mile 
away. It had slowed considerably, and was 
descending and at the same time " round- 
ing-to." As it passed close over the bow the 
pilot shouted something that Jonas could not 
hear and dropped a fluttering paper. It just 
missed the ship— which had stopped — and the 
writing was still legible when a boat from the 
Calvert picked it up. The coxswain passed 
it up to Jonas, who hastened with it to 
the captain. He glanced at it, then read 
aloud: 
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" Submarine lying submerged about ten 
miles to northward. Will return and mark 
spot." 

In good weather when the sea is smooth a 
submarine is visible from an aeroplane even 
when fifty feet or more below the surface. 

" Here's where we get him! " said the cap- 
tain. " I think it's the U-15 again." He 
rubbed his hands and spoke in a big gruff voice. 
"Left rudder, Bridge. (Jo below, Mr. Al- 
thorp, and get all the speed out of her you 
can." 

In twenty minutes the Calvert had reached a 
spot over which the seaplane was making cir- 
cles. The depth bombs were ready, and this 
time the captain had seen personally that the 
fuses were in place and correctly set. Hull 
down on the horizon, with masts and stack just 
visible, was a ship — probably the mother ship 
of the seaplane. 

It was a tense moment on the Calvert. 
Every one was looking for a periscope, or a 
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buoy, or for some mark or signal from the sea- 
plane. 

" The blooming plane is coming down," ex- 
claimed Chase, who was standing with Jonas 
by the engine-room hatch. 

In a minute or two the seaplane was resting 
quietly on the waves not two hundred yards 
from the Calvert. 

" That must be the spot ! " exclaimed the 
captain. " But how in the world can we drop 
a bomb there without blowing him to flinders ! " 

" He's hailing us, Captain! " broke in Mr. 
Bridge, putting the small end of his mega- 
phone to his ear. 

" It's all a jolly fizzle," came the word across 
the waters. " Somebody's tipped him off. 
He's gone 1" 



CHAPTER VII 

THE SERPENT STINGS 

T^HE Calvert steamed over to the seaplane, 
A which was floating easily, awaiting the 
arrival of the mother ship — for the destroyer 
had notified it by wireless. Jonas studied the 
two fur-clad aviators — one pilot, the other 
observer — and wished he had gone into the 
Aviation Corps. It seemed splendid to be an 
airman and to drop bombs on submarines or 
fight enemy aeroplanes among the clouds. 
One officer strapped to a seat was puffing at 
a cigar and quietly looking about; the other 
was finishing some notes. Both looked cheery 
and comfortable. 

" She can't be far away," said the pilot, lift- 
ing his keen, sunburned face toward the 

bridge. His eyes, from which the goggles had 
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been removed, were small and bright like those 
of a real bird. 

" You'll bag the beggar, Captain," he con- 
tinued. " She can't run many hours sub- 
merged. Oh, I say, old chap — got any 
American tobacco? Beastly stuff we're smok- 
ing now — four months since we sighted land — 
except a sand-dune to make a lee for coaling. 
Got any newspapers — or any eggs not ready 
for hatching? " 

The Calvert passed them down some papers, 
some tobacco, and some fresh eggs preserved 
with liquid glass — then quickly steamed away. 
The U-15 might have headed off in any direc- 
tion; but Captain Holder hoped to nab her 
when she came up to charge her batteries. 

When the excitement was over for a time 
Jonas returned to his stateroom. As he 
stepped inside he noticed on the chair a large, 
flat paper-covered booklet. He picked it up 
surprised and read the title: 
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"The Submarine Wireless " 

The book was a description of this device for 
under-sea signaling, with many sketches and 
plates. Jonas glanced at it hurriedly, and 
laid it aside. 

" Some messenger left it in the wrong state- 
room," he thought. " I'll ask the gang about 
it at dinner. Wonder what anybody'd be bon- 
ing that up for? " 

He washed up, brushed his hair, and 
thought no more about it, for he was still puz- 
zling over the sudden disappearance of the 
submarine. " Somebody tipped 'em off! 
How in the world could anybody have done 
it?" 

As usual, he talked the matter over with 
Chase. 

" You can't send radio messages to a boat 
under water," mused Chase. 

" Or blow your siren to her ! " added 
Jonas. 
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Suddenly the title of the book he had found 
flashed into his mind. 

" Ever hear about the submarine wireless? " 
he asked. 

" Oh, I don't know about that," Chase re- 
plied. " It's really a way of signaling under 
water by sound. What's that got to do with 
it? We have nothing of that kind, have we? " 

" Never heard of it on this packet," admitted 
Jonas. 

Chase shook his head. 

But Jonas got on his overalls that afternoon 
and started a search for something, he hardly 
knew what. He first went to the magazine, 
half expecting to find another bomb. But no 
odor was there, except a faint smell of ether, 
and no sign of anything wrong. After an 
hour's search he moved on to the forehold. 

This gloomy compartment was cluttered up 
with blocks, tackles, canvas, kegs, and hawsers. 

It was cold, close, and lighted only by the 
portable Jonas carried. He groped and 
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stumbled about, trying to find something that 
might give a clew to the submarine's escape. 

Suddenly he struck his portable against a 
projecting plate. It went out with a loud 
explosion close to his eyes. Everything went 
dark. 

" It's blown my eyes full of glass ! " was his 
first thought. 

But he could feel no glass — and realized, to 
his wonder, that the bulb explodiiig right in 
his face had done him no harm. Then he 
remembered that incandescent lights glow in a 
vacuum — and that when they pop everything 
rushes inward instead of out. 

Even with eyes he could no longer see ; and 
he floundered among the piled up things in 
his effort to reach the hatch. At the same time 
the destroyer, hit by a big wave, gave a heavy 
lurch; and Jonas felt kegs and coils of rope 
tumbling about his ears. Something knocked 
him down, and there was a great banging and 
rattle of shifting stores. Picking himself up, 
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he finally managed to reach the hatch and get 
another light bulb. When he returned he 
found signs of a small avalanche where boxes, 
tackles, oars, and other gear had fallen away 
from the side. 

He gave a shout. 

In plain view was a cabinet from which led 
several " rat tails " or clusters of wires I 

He turned the knob and opened the door of 
the cabinet. 

Inside was a queer-looking mechanism with 
rods, wheels, diaphragms and wires that looked 
like a big clock. 

" The submarine wireless! " he exclaimed. 

While the ship was at the Navy Yard a spy 
had installed this device; and evidently he, or 
one of his friends, had been using it to send 
signals under the water. The U-15 had been 
laughing at the Calvert. 

Jonas rushed back to his stateroom and 
snatched up the pamphlet. Inside was a 
photograph that looked exactly like the sub- 
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marine device he had left below. Jonas also 
noticed that one of the blue-prints had several 
corrections and notes in red ink. The hand- 
writing was small and very unusual. With a 
sudden inspiration Jonas snatched a piece of 
tracing paper and made a facsimile copy of 
one of the notes. He ran with this into the 
nearest office — which happened to be the 
engineer's log room — and showed it to the yeo- 
man there. 

" Ever see this writing? " he exclaimed, 
speaking as if short of breath. 

The yeoman laid down his pen and looked 
up surprised. 

" Why, yes, sir! " he at once said, scanning 
the line of writing, " I guess I have ! " 

" Whose is it? " 

" Mr. Stein's, sir! " 
Thank you," said Jonas, hurrying out 
without answering the question in the man's 
eyes. 

He immediately reported his find to the 
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captain. The latter was intensely interested, 
and thanked Jonas warmly. 

" Any idea who it is? " he asked sud- 
denly. 

Two months ago the question would have 
been unnecessary. Jonas would have already 
told whatever he knew and all that he only 
suspected. But now he hesitated. 

" I — I don't know, Captain. I have an 
idea — but if you don't mind I'd rather wait 
before mentioning any names." 

Captain Holder thought a moment. 

" Perhaps you are right — but don't wait too 
long. When you do speak, tell me every- 
thing. 

" We'll get von Gerbst yet ! " he added in his 
usual hearty way. " I'll stake my officers 
against his spies! Keep your eyes open, Al- 
thorp ! " He clapped his hand on the ensign's 
shoulder and started up the bridge ladder. 

Jonas and Chase talked over this new de- 
velopment at length. 
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" I wonder if we couldn't catch him? " sug- 
gested Jonas. 

Chase thought a moment. 

" We might shadow him the next time the 
U-15 is about." 

" He'd be sure to see us and be on his 
guard." 

" I tell you what, Jonas ! " Chase's eyes glit- 
tered. " We'll get into bluejacket's uniform 
and follow him wherever he goes. You be a 
deck hand and I'll be a coal passer. We'll get 
that young man! 

Correct! " said Jonas. " I'm with you! 
Anything like this appealed to his restless love 
of excitement. 

"Well, Fred!" he yawned and stretched. 
" I must turn in. I have the mid-watch. Oh, 
say, Fred," he added, " do you think it's possi- 
ble Bridge has anything to do with all this? 
He can go where he pleases, and he's mean 
enough to " 

" To hug the Kaiser's aunt I " finished Fred, 
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But he shook his head. "I don't think so, 
Jonas. He's too ambitious. He wants to 
push Holder overboard and get command of 
this packet himself." 

At 11:45 that night Jonas heard the fateful 
rap on the door that means: 

" Stop dreaming, get out of your warm bed, 
and come on deck where it's cold and wet ! " . 

When he reached the deck he still felt sleepy 
and uncomfortable. Captain Holder was there 
as usual. All lights were screened, and before 
he could find Bridge to relieve him, eight bells 
had struck. 

" Here at last, Mr. Althorp? " snapped out 
that officer. " It's better to relieve five min- 
utes ahead of time than five minutes late. 
Suppose you took another nap after you were 
called!" His tone was offensive and sneer- 
ing. 

Jonas bit his lip in the dark. 
I am ready to relieve you, sir," he said. 
Oh, thank you! Well, the course is 128 



<< 



it 



THE SBBPENT STINGS 113 

degrees. The captain's on the bridge. Just 
before you came up we saw a light off there on 
the bow — and the radio operator said he picked 
up a message he couldn't make heads or tails 
of and that came in strong." 

" Does that mean from something close-to? " 

" Let me finish, please. We're keeping a 
bright watch for the U-15. Extra lookouts 
stationed and " 

" Mr. Althorp," broke in the captain, " I'll 
take the deck for the present. I wish you'd 
go up on the forecastle and keep the brightest 
kind of lookout for anything suspicious. Let 
me know if you see anything, hear anything, 
or smell gasoline." 

" Aye, aye, sir! I'll take it on, Mr. Bridge." 
Jonas stumbled forward, falling over a chest, 
tripping on a deck bolt, and stepping on two 
sleeping men. He reached the eyes of the 
ship, where the spray was dashing in and a 
biting wind hit him in the face. He was soon 
wet and shivering. 
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At first he could see nothing clearly, but 
soon he could make out dim shapes of men 
standing or sitting near him. 

For some time he was intent on his lookout 
duty. Once he felt sure he saw a light, then 
decided it was a setting star. He thought he 
heard the noise of engines, but decided it must 
be an echo from the Calvert's own. All his 
senses were on edge. 

Suddenly he heard his name. The tone was 
low, but the voice carried. 

"Althorp? He don* know nothin' about 
this business. He just tries ter hit de high 
spots." 

" Yep," said another rough voice. " I seed 
that soon's he come aboard. He hasn't got 
patience to study out things. He just waves 
his hand, talks military, and leaves it to the 
boatswain's mate. And as for noise " 

Jonas didn't know it, but the men were 
" bulkheading " him — saying things in the 
darkness they wanted him to overhear. He 
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had offended them in some way, and they took 
this chance to square matters. 

" Sure," agreed the first man. " He'd let 
the ship broach-to while he was jumping a guy 
for not salutin' him." 

Jonas started to give an angry order to shut 
up. Then it occurred to him that he might 
learn something even from these growling blue- 
jackets. 

"They don't know I'm here," he said to 
himself. " Let's hear what their grouch is 
about." 

" What I don't like about him," said a third 
and very throaty voice, " is the way he starts 
everybody workin' just about mess gear. He 
never thinks anybody but an officer wants to 
eat!" 

" Oh, shut up, youse fellows ! " said a pleas- 
ant bass voice. "He's not so bad. You 
can't deny that he works himself. He'll call 
you square-heads down — he's always makin' a 
racket — but he can " 
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" Keep quiet on the forecastle ! " ordered 
Jonas sternly. " I don't want to hear a sound 
from " 

" Light-ho ! " shouted half a dozen voices. 

A light had immediately appeared, almost 
abeam, then had suddenly gone out. It might 
have been a deck lantern blown out by the 
wind. It did not reappear. 

For the rest of the watch there was tense 
silence fore and aft. Every one felt that the 
U-15 must be lurking close by, and that the 
chance might be fine to sink her — or for her 
to sink any enemy who unwarily showed a 
light! 

" It'll soon be daylight ! " thought Jonas. 
" I won't turn in at the end of this watch ! " 

Not long after a man came groping forward 
and peered into his face. 

" That you, Mr. Althorp? The Cap'n said 
I'd find you here." 

It was the chief gunner's mate who had been 
given a watch, and was Jonas's relief. 
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As the latter walked aft he caught a glimpse 
of Stein by the engine-room hatch, and sud- 
denly remembered his compact with Chase. 
He went below intending to knock at the 
ensign's door, but entering the narrow passage- 
way he bumped into a man in dungarees. 

" What are you doing in officers' quarters? " 
he demanded. 

" Just what I said I'd do, Jonas," answered 
Chase calmly. " Get yours on too, my boy. 
That was the U-15 and no mistake ! We must 
watch Stein." 

" All right ! " answered Jonas. " I'll get my 
old seaman's uniform. He's by the engine- 
room hatch, Fred." 

Five minutes later Jonas again reached the 
deck. It was just before dawn and everything 
seemed blacker than before. At the same in- 
stant he saw a light — a red light flared up over 
the galley amidships and made the ship visible 
for miles. 

" Put out that cursed flame! " shouted the 
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captain in stentorian tones. " Climb up there 
quickly and heave it overboard." 

A man reached the upper works quickly and 
kicked the burning powder into the water. But 
for thirty seconds the Calvert had been as plain 
a mark as any enemy would wish for. 

There was a great chattering and hubbub 
about the deck. Jonas dashed aft, determined 
to find Stein. He noticed, passing the galley, 
the strong fumes left by the burning chemical. 
Thinking he saw a man on the side of the 
deck, he made a dash for the nearest passage- 
way. 

There was a great shock and a burst of flame. 
The bow of the Calvert seemed to rise in the 
water. Jonas was thrown heavily up against 
a gun. 

Torpedoed! " said a scared voice near him. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

TUBNQTO THE TABLES 

TPHE Calvert's short career was ended. She 
started to settle immediately, and before 
Jonas realized what had happened, he found 
the deck sloping at an angle of forty-five 
degrees and felt water about his feet and legs. 
There was a great rush of steam from below; 
chests and other loose articles were rattling 
past him, and blocks were creaking as men aft 
tried to lower boats. The crew showed no sign 
of panic; but things were happening so fast 
that every sailor had to look out for himself, 
in spite of the loud orders Holder was giving 
from the bridge. 

Jonas's first act was to inflate his pneumatic 
waistcoat, though he hardly knew he was do- 
ing it. By the time he had finished, the water 
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was up to his knees and half the crew were 
overboard. 

Then a great wave washed aft and Jonas 
found himself struggling amid a swirling mass 
of cans, gratings, spars and wreckage. He 
felt the waters close over his head, and knew 
he was going down, down, into a whirlpool. 

Suddenly he was shot up to the surface, as 
if from a gun. The Calvert disappeared com- 
pletely, but all around him were men strug- 
gling in the wreckage, and some distance off 
was a single floating boat. A hundred yards 
away he could see one periscope of the sub- 
marine glittering like an evil eye in the morn- 
ing light. He was kept up by his inflated 
waistcoat, but looked about for something to 
cling to, and saw the Calvert's catamaran (or 
raft used for cleaning about the ship). Sev- 
eral men were already on it. When he had 
climbed up to the slippery boards on which 
the others were seated, he noticed a sailor 
struggling in the water a few yards away. 
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" Paddle over to him ! " he shouted. 

" Nothin' to paddle with ! " said a seaman. 
Use your arms then ! " ordered Jonas. 
Who are you ? " replied the man. " You're 
not captain of this catamaran, are you? " 

Jonas then remembered for the first time 
that he was no longer wearing his officer's uni- 
form. 

" It doesn't matter who I am," he shouted. 
" We all want to save that fellow, don't we? " 

"Right you are!" said a second seaman. 
" Come on, fellows, we'll get these people 
round here — all this blooming raft will hold." 

They reached the sinking man just in time, 
and quickly picked up three others. Jonas 
then perceived that room would have to be 
made if a fourth was to come aboard, and at 
the same moment noticed the ship's cook, a 
fat and ungainly person, struggling in the 
water. 

" You pick him up, men, and I'll swim to 
that chest over there," he exclaimed. 
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Jumping into the cold water, he swam to the 
large signal chest about a hundred yards away. 
The last few yards almost used his strength 
up, for without knowing it he had been strug- 
gling fiercely before he reached the catamaran, 
and the water was so cold that it killed his 
vitality. At first he could not pull himself 
up, but he clung to the sides of the chest and 
looked about him. Not ten feet away was a 
swimmer spluttering and gasping as if about 
to sink. 

"Keep up!" he shouted. "Til get there 
in a minute ! " 

Exerting all his strength he managed to 
paddle and push the chest toward the drowning 
man. The latter had actually gone down twice 
when Jonas reached him, and was perfectly 
helpless. Holding to the chest with his left 
hand, Jonas stretched out his right, grasped 
the officer's collar — for it was an officer — and 
pulled him up to the chest. 

" Mr. Bridge ! " he exclaimed. 
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"Who are you, young fellow?" answered 
Bridge feebly. " I was pretty near all in, 
wasn*t I? " 

" How do you feel now? " said Jonas. " This 
iceberg water takes all the heat you've got. If 
we hold on here a few minutes somebody may 
pick us up. What's become of the other 
officers? " 

" I believe the doctor and that young fellow 
Althorp are in the boat, but Lord knows where 

the others are. I For goodness sake! " 

he exclaimed, suddenly looking into Jonas's 
face. "What in the name of Moses are 
you doing here — and in bluejacket's uni- 
form?" 

Jonas hesitated a moment. 

" I am lucky to be here in any kind of 
clothes," he evaded. " I had just come off 
watch and was about to turn in when the tor- 
pedo struck us." 

" Well, Althorp, you did me a good turn. 
I " 
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" What do you think became of the cap- 
tain? " asked Jonas. 

Bridge answered indifferently, it seemed to 
Jonas. " I guess he's drowned ; but he'd lost 
his command anyway, and he's not much worse 
off than we are." 

" Hello ! " said Jonas, " that periscope has 
gone! Is she going to leave us here to drift 
about to freeze or drown? " 

Bridge took a look all around. The peri- 
scope had undoubtedly disappeared, but some- 
thing more interesting was visible. 

" There's the explanation," he replied. " See 
that smoke? Something's coming, and the 
U-boat's running away." 

" Perhaps it's a war-ship," suggested Jonas, 
" and it may not see that the U-boat is here. 
The next thing we know another crew may be 
jumping around here in the water. We ought 
to warn them, Mr. Bridge ! " 

By this time they had managed to pull them- 
selves up on the chest, and since it was a large 
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one, found it a fairly good raft. Jonas's active 
brain was at work. 

" Isn't this the signal chest? " he asked. 

" Of course," replied Bridge. " What of 
it?" 

" I was wondering," replied Jonas, " if we 
couldn't get at the flags and make them a signal 
to keep away." 

" Then what in thunder would become of 
us!" objected Bridge. 

" Well — we'd have to stay in swimming a 
little bit longer," answered Jonas, smiling. 
" But it would be worth while doing that if 
we could save an American ship." 

" I guess we won't send any signal," replied 
Bridge, with decision. " I don't care to com- 
mit suicide, and I don't believe they'd see it 
anyway." 

Jonas was too weak to argue the matter fur- 
ther, and continued watching the approaching 
vessel, whose smoke-stack and spars were now 
visible. 
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For a few moments neither he nor Bridge 
spoke a word. 

"Suffering wildcats!" cried Bridge. "That's 
a battle-ship or an armored cruiser ! I'd hoped 
it was a destroyer." 

The two officers continued watching the ves- 
sel, which was approaching at high speed. 
They could now make out turrets and great 
guns sticking out froin them, with a smaller 
torpedo defense broadside battery. It was 
evidently a big fighting ship. 

Without discussing the matter further with 
Bridge, Jonas took off his coat and started to 
wave to the vessel, with a vague hope that he 
might be able to give it a warning. But the 
boat adrift had already been sighted, and the 
ship which was headed directly toward them 
paid no attention to Jonas's signal. She 
seemed unaware of the proximity of a sub- 
marine, and was not zigzagging in the way 
ships do when they fear torpedo attack. To 
make matters worse, as she got nearer, 
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she hoisted the British flag, and slowed 
down. 

"There's the periscope again!" shouted 
Jonas. 

Sure enough the U-boat had " porpoised," 
or exposed the periscope for a quick look 
around the horizon. After two or three min- 
utes the periscope disappeared. Submarines 
do not like to show such a vulnerable part in 
the presence of men-of-war, any of whose guns 
can damage them beyond repair, and perhaps 
sink them. By this time the big cruiser had 
the submarine almost abeam, and made a 
splendid target at a distance of less than half 
a mile. 

Jonas waved wildly a second time. Bridge 
noticed him and spoke up roughly. 

" What are you doing that for? Didn't I 
tell you not to signal them? " Jonas made no 
answer, but continued to wave. Bridge 
reached up and snatched his arm. At the 
same moment a mass of water shot up like a 
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geyser from the cruiser's side and she gave a 
great lurch toward them. 

"All right, Mr. Bridge," shouted Jonas, 
" I'll stop waving now. They've got that big 
ship, and no mistake/ 9 

While they looked on breathless with excite- 
ment, the cruiser began to careen, and her crew 
were seen making desperate efforts to lower 
their boats. 

" Half of them must be in the water! " ex- 
claimed Bridge. " I don't see more than 
twenty or thirty men. They're only lowering 
two boats. Pretty slow work, I call it." 

The U-boat, which had shown its periscope 
at the instant of firing, was again out of sight, 
though evidently not far away. Submarines 
detest big ships with guns and with men to man 
them. 

The two boats shoved off from the sinking 
cruiser, and pulled over toward the Calvert 9 8 
boat, which was now some distance away. 
Jonas watched the sinking vessel with a feeling 
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of fascination and horror. He knew that 
many brave men must be still aboard, for only 
fifty or sixty had left so far, and a cruiser 
carries a thousand or more. What astonished 
him was that no others could be seen running 
about or lowering the other boats. It occurred 
to him that this might be one of the unsinkable 
ships he had read about in the papers, and that 
the crew might be laying a trap to attack the 
U-boat. All this time the cruiser, which had 
had considerable headway when struck, was 
drifting closer toward them; and it was now 
so close that Jonas could plainly distinguish 
objects on the deck and the small anti-aircraft 
guns on the bridge. 

"I tell you what, Mr. Bridge!" he ex- 
claimed energetically, " that ship hasn't sunk 
yet by a long sight. Let's swim over to 
her." Jonas always wanted to be doing some- 
thing. 

" Thank you; no," answered Bridge dryly. 
" IVe had enough swimming and shipwreck- 
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ing for one day. If that ship isn't out of sight 
in twenty minutes you can have my silk 
hat." 

" All right, sir," answered Jonas. " But if 
you don't mind I'll swim over and get some- 
thing better than this to wear it on. She must 
have a dinghy, and I don't see why I couldn't 
lower it and get it over here/' 

" Go ahead ! Don't mind me." 

Without hesitating* any longer Jonas 
plunged into the water and swam to the sea 
ladder of the sinking vessel. To his amaze- 
ment, even when he reached the side — which he 
did with great danger of being dashed against 
it, for the ship was rising and falling in the 
ocean swell — there was no sign of life and no 
sound from within. It might have been a 
plague ship, with only dead men on the deck. 
He managed to seize one of the iron rounds of 
the ladder, and taking advantage of a smooth 
between rolls, hauled himself up clear of the 
water, and climbed up. When he reached the 
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deck there were other surprises in store. This 
might have been a skeleton ship, with only the 
outside showing. He could see none of the 
fittings usual on a man-of-war. The whole 
deck was bare, and the turrets themselves 
looked unnatural. He walked over to the 
nearest one and laid his hand on one of the big 
guns. He gave a start and struck it with his 
fist. 

" Wood ! " he exclaimed. 

Tumbling down the nearest ladder, he ap- 
proached one of the broadside guns on the 
lower deck. There was no gun mount, no 
training wheels, no sign of ammunition hoists. 
This gun, like the big one, was only a make- 
believe affair — only a wooden scarecrow to 
keep Huns away. The ship was evidently one 
of the fleet of " decoy " ships that Jonas had 
heard of before leaving New York. 

Jonas tried to explore further, but was 
driven back by the water that had already 
jeached this deck and was rushing aft. His 
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brain, however, was working over a plan to 
summon help. 

" There must be a wireless outfit somewhere 
on board," he reflected. " I'll find that and 
send out an S. O. S." 

While a schoolboy, before enrolling for the 
war, Jonas had studied telegraphy and had 
learned something about wireless work. After 
considerable difficulty he managed to find the 
radio station and was delighted to see that the 
sending outfit was still in order. He at once 
pressed the key and heard the sharp crackling 
sound of the spark. 

" Not an up-to-date set," he said aloud, 
" but it'll do." 

Thereupon he seated himself in the op- 
erator's chair and started a succession of 
" S. O. S." calls. Then he slipped on the receiv- 
ing telephone and managed to establish com- 
munication with a British station that was evi- 
dently not far distant. Having been officer of 
the deck just before the Calvert sank, he for- 
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tunately knew almost the exact latitude and 
longitude, and was able to give these, with the 
information that the Calvert and the decoy ship 
had been sunk, and that their crews and the 
U-boat were drifting about in the vicinity. He 
was about to send more, when the ship gave a 
series of violent lurches that warned him 
plainly that now or never was the time to get 
away. There was no chance to lower a dinghy, 
or to do anything but jump overboard and 
swim clear of the maelstrom. 

When he came to the surface, he looked 
about for Bridge and the signal chest. They 
were now only a stone's throw away, and Jonas 
paddled slowly over to his former refuge. 

" What's the matter? " asked Bridge testily. 
" Where's the dinghy? What have you been 
doing all this time? " 

Jonas told his story briefly, and expressed 
the hope that help was on the way. 

" Look over there ! " shouted Bridge. 

Not only the periscope but also the shadowy 



134 THE SPY OK THE SUBMABTNB 

outline of the U-boat were plainly visible be- 
tween them and the decoy, which was just 
awash. The U-boat continued to rise, and as 
the dripping conning tower appeared above 
the water, the hatch flew open, and a ruddy 
Teutonic face looked out. In two minutes the 
whole deck was above the surface; another 
hatch flew open, a gun appeared with a crew to 
man it, and two radio masts began slowly rising 
above the deck. 

"What ship do you belong to?" asked a 
guttural voice in English. 

" The U. S. S. Calvert/' replied Bridge. " I 
am one of her officers." 

" Where is the captain? " asked the U-boat 
officer. 

" Drowned, I think," replied Bridge. "There 
are a number of men in the water and a boat's 
crew over there. Can't you pick them up? " 

" This isn't a passenger liner," replied the 
German. 

The U-boat slowly moved away amidst the 
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wreckage, and Jonas observed that two or 
three men were taken aboard. The boat then 
headed back toward the two on the signal chest. 

Jonas had been too busy since the Calvert 
sank to collect his thoughts. He now began to 
wonder what had become of Chase, and wished 
he could talk with him as usual about what was 
going on and what would happen to him and 
Bridge. Would the U-boat pick them up or 
leave them to drown? He thought of his 
father and Elsa, wondering if he would ever 
see them again. 

The U-boat captain hailed: "Do either of 
you speak German? " 

" I do a little/* answered Jonas in the best 
German he could muster. 

The officer made some growling response — 
then shouted, " Leave your tub there and swim 
over and come aboard! " 

Jonas and Bridge gladly complied with the 
order, and made for the German craft. Her 
decks were now lined with grinning sailors who 
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watched their approach as if it were a Charlie 
Chaplin reel. Jonas could hear their laughter 
and jocose remarks, and also the sp-a-a-t of the 
wireless messages the diver was sending. When 
he pulled himself up on her deck he was roughly 
ordered to go below as fast as he could. Sur- 
prised at the haste with which the order was 
given, he looked around as he was descending 
the hatch and thought he saw a moving object 
somewhere in the distance. Before he could 
take a second look, an officer kicked him on the 
head, and he half climbed and half fell through 
the hatch to the deck below. He was hurried 
into the battery compartment, and found sev- 
eral wet and miserable looking Americans al- 
ready there. One of them asked him, " Are 
you from the cruiser? " and when he answered, 
" Of course not — don't you recognize me? " the 
man stared. 

Mr. Althorp ! " he exclaimed. 

Are any other officers aboard?" asked 
Jonas. 
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" Yes, sir," replied the man. " Mr. Stein is 
aft somewhere. They took hiin in because he 
spoke German." 

Anybody else? " asked Jonas anxiously. 
I don't think so, sir," replied the man. 
" Here come two or three of our people now." 

Jonas looked up and saw a bedraggled man 
accompanied by a bluejacket and two German 
officers. As they came through the doorway 
the man caught sight of Jonas, and cried: 

" Holy smoke! You here, Windy? " 

It was Chase. 

Jonas was delighted to see his friend and 
told him all that had happened to him and to 
Bridge, who had been detained on deck by the 
submarine commander. Chase seemed to know 
very little, but thought that Captain Holder 
had been drowned, since he had been seen on 
board after almost every one else had left. 

" Where do we go from here? " sang Jonas. 

Chase smiled. " I think we go back to the 
Fatherland — their Fatherland," he replied. 
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" I suppose Stein doesn't mind," he added 

Jonas gave a grunt. 

44 If I had a chance I'd like to give that 
scoundrel " 

At this moment there was a terrific concus- 
sion. Excited German voices were heard all 
over the boat, followed by a stern command — 
"Keep silence, fore and aft!" Jonas noted 
that water was trickling in from overhead and 
also at the sides. Evidently the boat had been 
struck or jarred by a mine or bomb. 

There followed a series of sharp orders, and 
Jonas noticed men running about the compart- 
ment opening and closing valves. 

What are they doing? " he asked Chase. 
They are blowing out the tanks and get- 
ting to the surface as fast as they can," replied 
Chase — " that is," he added, "I think it's what 
they're doing. That bomb jarred us terribly, 
and must have started some of our seams." 

"I should say so," cried Jonas excitedly. 
" Look there — the water is streaming in." 
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" It'll get at the batteries, and we'll have a 
pretty mess if we stay below — chlorine gas and 
all that ! " put in Chase. 

However, it was evident that the U-boat was 
not staying below, but was rapidly rising to the 
surface. For five or ten anxious minutes the 
Americans, wet, cold and huddled together, 
waited to learn what the fate of the boat and 
their fate would be. Finally the hatch over 
their heads was opened and a rough voice 
shouted down with suppressed fury, " Come on 
deck, you American pigs ! " 

Jonas was not slow to obey the order and 
was on deck in half a minute. A dark shadow 
was over the boat, and for a moment he thought 
a storm was about to burst. Then glancing 
upwards, he saw that the mass above was not 
a cloud but a great cigar-shaped dirigible 
hovering not a hundred feet above them. 
From the cage leaned an officer in British uni- 
form. As he made out Bridge and the other 
Americans he waved his hand and shouted, 
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"Who is the senior American officer below 
there? " 

I am," answered Bridge. 
All right, old chap ! Take charge of your 
prize. I'm sorry I can't come down to join 
you, but you see how it is." 

Bridge waved his cap and shouted, " Thanks 
very much. Whom are we indebted to? " 

" I'm Ridgely Smith of the Flying Corps. 
See you at Easthampton. You'd better stick 
around here till a destroyer looks you up — and 
I think you can get the sub into port. There's 
a smoke now." 

" What does this mean? " whispered Jonas 
to Chase, who seemed completely bewildered 
by the proceedings. Jonas noticed how drawn 
his face looked and realized that although he 
had taken it lightly, as usual, he must have been 
under a great strain. 

" I — don't know," stammered Chase. " I 
suppose " 

"The German captain told me," said Stein, 
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who joined them at this moment, " that the 
dirigible dropped a bomb within ten feet of us 
and almost sank us." 

"Why do they give up so easily? " asked 
Jonas, looking at Stein as if he disliked having 
anything to say to him. 

" They had us at their mercy," explained 
Stein. " They have a basket full of bombs and 
they threatened to dump the whole lot on us if 
we didn't surrender. The lieutenant was up 
against it, and we had to give up or sink." 

Jonas made no reply, and Stein moved a few 
feet away. 

"Did you notice," whispered Chase, "he 
said nearly sank us and we had to give up ! " 



CHAPTER IX 

SUBMASININa AT LAST 

TQ RIDGE and the other officers and men 
■"-^ quickly disarmed the Germans and took 
charge of the submarine. 

"What is the name of this vessel?" he 
asked her commander. 

" You can read it on the plate there/ 9 an- 
swered that gentleman sullenly. " Seems to 
be the U-15." 

"So I thought," replied Bridge. "But 
where is the great von Gerbst? " 

The officer shrugged his muscular shoulders 
and smiled wickedly. 

" We knew well enough that you were after 

this boat, and we were not simple enough to 

keep von Gerbst when you wanted him. You'll 

hear from him again! " 

U2 
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w Too bad they kept you here," said Bridge, 
with a short laugh. " We might have heard 
from you again." 

The German glared and Bridge turned 
away. 

The former executive of the Calvert knew 
very little about submarines, but Stein had 
once served at a submarine base and knew what 
to do. Moreover, the prisoners knew that their 
salvation lay in that of the boat, and they were 
quite willing to show the captors how to handle 
her. Jonas was stationed at the diving rudder 
with a German petty officer to instruct him. 
All the Americans were armed, and most of 
their captives were herded together in the for- 
ward compartment. 

Next day Jonas was much interested in go- 
ing about the boat. His German guide seemed 
to forget that he was helping an enemy, and 
made his explanations in the thorough, serious 
German way. He wanted Jonas to under- 
stand the purpose of every valve and rod, and 
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could speak English well enough to make him- 
self clear. In fact he seemed determined that 
Jonas should miss nothing. The young officer 
was laughing in his sleeve, but was quite will- 
ing to get all the instruction he could from an 
enemy. He had always wished to serve on a 
submarine — and now his wish was coming 
true. 

In the forward compartment were the tor- 
pedoes, and the torpedo tubes from which they 
are fired by compressed air. Then came the 
living space, with one end curtained off for 
officers. Abaft this was a battery compart- 
ment, containing the storage battery from 
which came electricity for driving the motors 
when submerged. Then came the heart of the 
boat — the central control compartment, a 
brightly lighted space full of wheels, electric 
switches, pumps — a bewildering box of machin- 
ery. The lower ends of the periscopes reached 
down into this compartment. The captain 
standing with his eye to one of these could see 
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all round the horizon, and at the same time 
could fire the torpedoes, direct the steering 
gear, rise, dive, or do what he pleased. 

Further aft were the gasoline engines, used 
for fast surface running, and the electric 
motors for submerged work. Up from the 
central compartment was the conning tower, a 
big tube-like structure leading to the bridge. 
This tower and the bridge were used for 
" conning " or steering. 

Chase seemed to learn very fast. He was 
soon piloting Jonas about as if he had been 
cruising on the U-15 for months. He showed 
him how the telescopic radio masts could be 
raised or lowered by means of an electric con- 
troller, and explained the workings of the 
housing guns that moved up into position when 
a wheel was turned from below. 

Mr. Bridge, who had been quite affable on 
the signal chest, became disagreeable again. 
For some reason he seemed to dislike Jonas 
and took advantage of his increased authority 
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to snub him and " keep him in his place/' He 
was one of the narrow-minded regulars (luckily 
few and far between) who grudged reserve 
officers their stripes, and constantly tried to 
remind them of their inexperience. 

But like most people, Bridge was made up 
of good and bad. One night he surprised 
Jonas very much by sending for him and show- 
ing him a typewritten letter. 

" Read this, Mr. Althorp ! " he said curtly. 

Jonas took the sheet and read with growing 
wonder. It was an official letter to the Amer- 
ican Admiral at Easthampton highly com- 
mending Jonas for his acts after the Calvert's 
sinking. It told bow he had left the catamaran 
to make room for the ship's cook; how he had 
saved Mr. Bridge ; and how he had boarded the 
dummy ship and summoned aid by wireless. 
Finally it recommended him for promotion. 

When he had finished reading Jonas's blue- 
gray eyes were big and bright. His face was 
all aglow and he burst out impetuously: 
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u I can't thank you enough, Mr. Bridge; but 
I'll do my best to deserve " 

" Oh, can all that! " replied Bridge, picking 
up a pen and starting to write at his little 
swinging desk. " Don't look as if I'd made 
you a commodore ! " 

He mumbled something sarcastic about 
"you young heroes." Jonas stood on one 
foot a moment, then moved awkwardly away. 
It was plain that Bridge didn't care to be 
friendly. 

" I suppose you've heard the news, Jonas? " 
asked Chase that night at supper. They were 
seated on camp stools with their coffee, beans, 
bread and stewed fruit on a cracker box be- 
tween them. 

"You mean about my " He looked 

conscious and stopped short. " What about, 
Fred?" 

" About going in/ 9 said Chase, looking at 
Jonas over the rim of his tin cup. " We can't 
stay out with these leaks, though they've 
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caulked up that bad one — and we're headed 
straight for Easthampton. 

" The captain says it's a long way to go," 
added Chase. " We'll get there about Satur- 
day." 

" I'm sorry to hear it," exclaimed Jonas. 
" This is the life for me. I wish I could stay 
on this packet ! " 

Chase smiled. " You don't mind dirt, then. 
Look at my hands. You can't go up a hatch 
without getting smeared with grease." 

" I don't mind that," answered Jonas en- 
thusiastically. "It's the life I like — always 
some excitement." 

" You'll be lucky if you make port," said 
Chase, laughing grimly. "Remember that 
crack dive we made this morning when a 
destroyer fired at us? They're always taking 
us for a German boat! " 

" Don't blame 'em," laughed Jonas, " but I 
like crash dives too. So do you, Fred. You 
know you'd like to stay on her! " 
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Chase didn't answer ; but Jonas had noticed 
that, in his competitive way, he was doing 
everything possible to impress Bridge. Both 
knew that only one could stay on if Bridge 
stayed too. If that officer asked Jonas some 
question about the engines (Jonas was Stein's 
assistant with them) or something that hap- 
pened on his watch, Chase would be as likely 
as not to cut in with an answer before Jonas 
could open his mouth. He knew how to humor 
Bridge and say just the thing to please him. 

Early Saturday morning they were off East- 
hampton. Jonas, who was in charge of the 
bridge, was drinking in the beauties of the 
green hills on both bows. A whistle buoy just 
abeam was emitting mournful sounds ; two big 
trawlers were running in ahead of them. 

Bridge showed his head up through the 
hatch and gave a " Good-morning " to Chase, 
who was standing near Jonas. 

"What are those vessels ahead?" Bridge 
asked Jonas gruffly. 
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Jonas knew very well, for he had been watch- 
ing them since daylight. 

u Trawlers, Captain," replied Chase before 
the other could answer. " They're sweeping 
for mines ahead of us." 

u You ought to notice those things, Mr. Al- 
thorp ! " admonished Bridge. 

Jonas flushed. " I was about to tell you, 
sir " he hesitated. 

"Don't be so slow," growled the captain. 
" YouVe got to learn to talk fast in the Navy." 
He looked at Chase and both smiled. Jonas 
was too angry to speak, and managed to hold 
himself in. 

In a few minutes a British destroyer came 
steaming to meet them with a flag signal 
fluttering in the breeze. It read: 

" Welcome to the American colors on a Ger- 
man boat." 

As they passed up the harbor there was a 
great tooting of whistles. The air-ship had 
arrived long before with news of the capture; 
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and all the shipping from sailboats to battle- 
ships gave them a warm welcome. When they 
passed the British flag-ship the tars manned the 
rail and cheered, the band played " The Star 
Spangled Banner/ 9 and even the British Ad- 
miral waved his cap. 

The U-boat dropped anchor in the inner har- 
bor near a long wharf, and Bridge immediately 
boarded a waiting launch flying the American 
colors. The American Admiral, whose head- 
quarters were ashore, had sent it so as to get 
hold of Bridge quickly* 

The captain was away two or three hours. 
When he finally returned, he sent for Jonas. 

" That sailor's uniform has shrunk," he said, 
looking the youngster up and down. " But I 
suppose it'll have to do. Go ashore, Mr. Al- 
thorp, and report to the Admiral. He wants 
to ask you some questions." 

Jonas felt very nervous. The Admiral had 
the reputation of being the most grizzled and 
cynical old fellow in the Navy. He was said 
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to rise every morning at 4 a. m., and to growl 
all day as if he had had no breakfast. 

When Jonas reached the Navy Yard where 
the Admiral's office was, he was stopped a 
dozen times by sentries, and each time had to 
show that he was really an officer by producing 
an identification card the captain had given 
him. Finally he was ushered into the office of 
the Admiral's aide. There he found a pleasant- 
looking, youngish man in civilian clothes who 
seemed to have just entered the building. 

" Who are you, young fellow? " asked this 
gentleman. He seemed to have a chronic smile 
and twinkle. 

" I'm an officer from the U-15, sir," an- 
swered Jonas, returning his smile. " My name 
is Althorp — I'm American if my boat isn't." 

" So I judged from your expression," re- 
turned the other, looking at Jonas fixedly. 
" Well — I belong here. What can I do for 
you, my boy? " 

There was something about him that put 
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Jonas at his ease and made him feel as if he 
were talking to a friend of his own age. 

" The Admiral wanted to see me. I don't 
know what he'll think of me coming in this out- 
fit. They say he bites your head off anyway." 
Jonas gave a wry smile. " What'll he do to 



me? 
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People don't get shipwrecked in their best 
clothes. The Admiral won't care. He's a 
new one, you know. The other went home last 
week." 

Jonas was immensely relieved. 
The fact is," continued the young man, 

I'm commanding the American naval force 
myself. Captain Bridge showed me his letter 
and we talked your case over." 

Jonas started and came to attention. He 
noticed now the gray about the officer's temples 
and the strong lines in his face. 

" You did well, Mr. Althorp," continued the 
new Admiral kindly, " and we're very much 
pleased with the way you found the wireless 
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and summoned help. I have decided to pro- 
mote you temporarily to the grade of lieu- 
tenant " — Jonas gave a great jump—" and to 
give you command of that submarine." 

Jonas felt like a lightning conductor with 
currents playing up and down his back-bone. 
A lieutenant — to command a submarine! 

"Yes," continued the Admiral kindly, 
twinkling at Jonas with his clear gray eyes. 
" We'll give you some training while the boat's 
being repaired — and then we'll send you to find 
von Gerbst. We have a plan. I'd heard of 
you before Mr. Bridge reported." 

" Why — I thought he was to command, sir!" 
stammered Jonas. 

" No — we need him elsewhere. But I'll give 
you a second in command — that other ensign — 
Mr.— Mr. " 



" Mr. Chase, sir? " 
" Yes,— Chase." 

Jonas almost burst out laughing. He knew 
Chase would be furious. At the same time he 
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was glad to know that his old shipmate would 
be with him. 

" Come into my own office, Mr. Althorp. I 
want to hear your story and talk matters over 
with you. Don't stand on ceremony." 

He led the way into a handsome apartment, 
on the walls of which were portraits of Farra- 
gut, Dewey, and other American Admirals. 
As he seated himself at the handsome desk an 
orderly strode in, saluted, and handed him a 
card. 

" Oh ! tell him to come in," said the Admiral. 

Another person in civilian clothes walked in. 
The first thing that struck Jonas was that his 
clothes did not fit. The second was something 
familiar about the walk. Then he took a good 
look and gave a joyful cry: 

"Captain Holder!" 

He rushed over and seized the captain's 
hand. The latter gave a great laugh and took 
Jonas's hand in both of his. 

" Glad to see you, Lieutenant Althorp. 
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Thought I was drowned, did you? No such 
luck for the Kaiser! The Admiral tells me 
you're to have a submarine — and I'm to com- 
mand the flotilla." 



CHAPTER X 

AN UNWELCOME PASSENGER 

TT was the same cheery optimistic Holder — 
still breezy, but a few years older, with lines 
about the eyes Jonas had not seen before. He 
had gone down with the ship, but had come to 
the surface close to a Kapok mattress. Now 
these mattresses, made of a Philippine fibre, 
will float and act as life preservers. This one 
had saved the captain ; for he had drifted about 
an hour or so and then been picked up by a 
life-boat. 

" I found mail for the ship at Easthampton," 
he told Jonas. " But some poor fellows will 
never get theirs." 

The sadness of his tone gave Jonas an ink- 
ling of the grief he had been hiding. 

" That's the luck of war! Fine news from 
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Mrs. Holder and the kiddies — and Elsa — re- 
member her? Mrs. Holder's sister? " 

Jonas certainly did remember her. 

"Well, she's become a Red Cross nurse. 
They say she's as pretty as a picture in her 
uniform. She had a year's training, you 
know — ought to be useful as well as orna- 
mental." He smiled, and Jonas felt the red 
mounting past his collar. 

" Pardon me, Admiral ! " Holder apologized, 
turning to the senior officer. " This old ship- 
mate and I had to exchange a few notes. Come 
to see me, Althorp." 

"Report to Captain Holder to-morrow, •' 
said the Admiral, " and he will tell you of our 
plans for catching von Gerbst. Good-day, 
sir!" 

His words were formal and his tone crisp, 
but there was the same smiling, friendly look 
in his eyes. Jonas could hardly realize that 
this good fellow was commanding the great 
American fleet in those waters. 
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He bowed and left the two older officers deep 
in conversation. There was a new air about 
him as he passed the sentries on his way back, 
and they seemed to realize that this seafarer 
was a personage dressed in bluejacket's clothes. 
He heard one say to his mate as he passed 
on: 

" Aw — what'd you salute that Sammy for? 
He's a bloomin' sailor ! " 

" That's an orficer, young fellow ! He's a 
captain in the Yankee Navy. Shipwrecked on 
one o' their battle-ships." 

Jonas was not displeased by this statement, 
and did not stop to correct the errors in it. 

As Captain Holder had told him where to 
inquire for mail, his first object was to get the 
news from home. He found the office, and a 
smart looking British clerk looked him over 
scornfully. 

" This isn't the place for you, my good man. 
Only officers' mail here — you go " 

When Jonas explained that he was an of- 
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ficer, and showed his identification card, the 
clerk was much less condescending — and de- 
livered to the delighted lieutenant a handful of 
letters, an armful of papers, and a large parcel 
addressed in a girlish hand. Jonas hurried 
back to the dock with the letters burning holes 
in his pockets. He was glad now of his sailor's 
uniform — for it is not good form for an officer 
to carry an armful of papers and a large 
package. As it was, citizens looked at him 
curiously. 

On arrival at the dock he found he had an 
hour to wait before he could get a launch to 
the U-15. He therefore sat on a bollard and 
read his letters. The one he laid aside to read 
last was in the same handwriting as that on the 
parcel. He had seen it before, and recognized 
it as Elsa's. 

This letter was the answer to one he had sent 
her by the transport. It was written demurely ; 
but he thought it expressed a real interest in 
his adventures. Elsa also told him of her own 



AN UNWELCOME PASSENGER 161 

plans. After reading it he opened the parcel. 
It was a Red Cross gift, and contained every- 
thing she could think of that might be useful 
to a young man on the high seas — a pair of 
scissors, a box of bachelor buttons, a pipe and 
tobacco — even a cake of soap and a box of 
safety matches. At the bottom was a little 
perfume bag that made him think of her more 
than anything else; for it was the " dactylis " 
she had worn the afternoon he met her. 

Just as he finished looking over the comfort 
bag, the launch ran alongside and he stepped 
aboard. When he reached the ship he handed 
Chase and Stein their letters, arranged for a 
man to get the crew's mail, and settled down to 
read his newspapers. The submarine seemed 
smaller after the big spaces ashore, but he 
looked at it with the pride of a future com- 
manding officer, and started making plans to 
improve it. 

" What'd you hear ashore, Jonas? " asked 
Chase, who was all curiosity. "We've been 
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pretty busy since you left. Bridge compli- 
mented the forward part of the boat." 

Chase had been assigned the forward, 
Jonas the after part to keep clean and in 
repair. 

" I met the Admiral himself," began Jonas. 
" And who else do you think? " Jonas's face 
glowed. 

Chase couldn't guess. 

"Holder I He'd been saved I Aren't — 
aren't you glad, Fred? " 

Chase was much less impulsive than Jonas, 
and did not show his feelings so readily. Jonas 
was beginning to understand the wisdom of 
holding himself in, but he did not mind showing 
his joy on an occasion like this. 

" That's fine! " said Chase. " How did it 
happen? " 

Jonas told him the story. 

" I wonder what's become of that little sister- 
in-law of his? " remarked Chase. " I'm going 
to see her again 1 " 



AN UNWELCOME PASSENGEE 163 

Jonas made no reply, but he felt uncom- 
fortable. 

" Oh, say! " continued Chase. " What did 
he tell you about the U-15? Will Bridge stay 
on? He has too much rank, hasn't he? 
They've been putting such young fellows in 
command of submarines " 

" Tm to command the U-15." Jonas tried 
to say this quite naturally. He was looking 
straight at Chase. 

" You! ** The amazement in Chase's face 
was succeeded by a crestfallen expression. 

" Then Ym to go, I suppose. Did they tell 
you? " 

"No — you'll stay on, Fred, as second in 
command ! " 

Chase gave a loud laugh. 

"Aye, aye, Captain I" he said. "Ensign 
Althorp commanding; Ensign Chase, execu- 
tive, navigator, and chief engineer. Ha, 
ha!" 

" Lieutenant Althorp," answered Jonas with 
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dignity. " They've promoted me. But we'll 
be just as good friends, Fred. We'll both do 
all we can to get von Gerbst I " 

" That's so ! " answered Chase slowly. " We 
must find von Gerbst. Perhaps we will, with- 
out Stein aboard. 

" It's rather a shock, Jonas," he went on. 
" But I'll do all I can." His tone was a bit 
formal, but Jonas was glad to feel that he was 
still friendly. 

The conversation was interrupted at this 
point by the arrival of a British boarding of- 
ficer. Jonas went on deck, followed by Chase, 
whose manner remained stiff as he made a 
little bow and greeted the young Britisher. 

" Glad to see you, old chap," said the latter, 
shaking hands with Chase. " Nearly bagged 
von Gerbst, eh? " 

Chase made another bow and smiled without 
replying. 

" His old boat nearly bagged us," laughed 
Jonas. 



i 



AS UNWELCOME PASSENGEB 165 

The boarding officer chatted a few minutes, 
then returned, after giving a cordial invita- 
tion to the newcomers to visit him on the Nel- 
son. 

" You Americans took your time about com- 
ing over," he jollied. " But now that you are 
here we want to make you feel at home." 

" We've been owing you a call since 1812/' 
replied Chase. " That's the last time you 
came over to see us." 

"Quite so!" replied the visitor calmly. 
" Good-day." 

" He's not the only caller I " said Chase, as 
the British launch chugged away. " Stein had 
visitors." 

" What were they like?" asked Jonas quickly. 

" Didn't you meet two men in a sailboat as 
you came out? " 

" So I did ! And I remember thinking they 
seemed to belong on the Hun side of the Rhine. 
One had a fine upturned moustache ! " 

" They were cronies of Stein I " Chase made 
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a face and laughed. Jonas broke out indig- 
nantly. 

" I'm glad we're going to shake him. Holder 
said he would probably go back home. I hope 
they'll intern him ! " 

Jonas had everything to learn about sub- 
marining, but he went into the work heart and 
soul. While the U-15 was being repaired, a 
crew was assembled, and he was given the job 
of training them — and himself — on a British 
submarine of the same general type. He 
learned how to " trim down " for diving by ad- 
mitting water into one tank and blowing it out 
from another with compressed air ; how to shift 
from gasoline engines to motors at just the 
right moment ; how to keep the storage batteries 
in good condition — and how to live, like Diog- 
enes, in a tub. He spent his evenings study- 
ing navigation and electricity. 

The first time he made a dive his heart was 
in his mouth. The bow was too heavy, and the 
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man at the diving rudder (which is horizontal, 
not vertical like the ordinary rudder) put it 
over too fast and too much. The boat went 
down, while Jonas watched the depth gauge 
with growing anxiety. It registered fifty, a 
hundred, finally a hundred and fifty feet. At 
this depth the pressure of water is tremendous, 
and it caused queer cracking and creaking 
noises that made the crew look at each other 
and wonder " what next? " Jonas knew if he 
went a little deeper the hull would be crushed 
in; but he blew out a large tank, went full 
speed ahead with full up-rudder — and, to his 
great relief, saw the pointer on the depth gauge 
start slowly traveling back. 

The next few times nothing happened, and 
Jonas's confidence increased daily. Finally 
he decided to try a " crash " dive — the kind one 
makes in the War Zone with a destroyer rush- 
ing bows on and dropping shells close-to. It 
was necessary to point down sharply; but this 
time the boat did not sink to one hundred and 
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fifty feet — for the very simple reason that at 
ninety feet the nose jammed into the mud and 
stuck 1 

" Blow out both adjusting tanks ! " shouted 
the young captain. He had learned to act 
quickly and to think when things miscarried. 

The air was turned on and the water forced 
out of the tanks, but the only effect was to 
make the stern go so high that it was almost 
impossible to stand without being pitched for- 
ward. 

" Back hard, both motors ! " 

But still the submarine stuck fast. The per- 
spiration burst out on Jonas's forehead. What 
would the papers say? What would the Ad- 
miral think, and Holder think of a duffer who 
lost his boat and crew before he'd put to sea? 
How would his father feel ? — and Elsa I 

All these thoughts chased through his brain. 
He looked around at the men in the boat; some 
had wives and children at home — all were 
young and anxious to live. Had his want of 
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skill condemned them all to a quick death in 
this trap? His whole body felt icy cold. 

" What'll we do? " he whispered to Chase, 
who was standing near him. 

The latter shrugged his shoulders. 

" We can stay here a while ! — or we can shoot 
out one at a time through the torpedo tube ! " 
he added angrily. 

" We'd be all right if we could only talk to 
our tender," said Jonas. Somehow Chase's 
tone made him determined to get the boat up. 
The tender was a tug that always went with 
them on these practice runs. 

After half an hour Jonas began to feel suffo- 
cated, though the air was not yet really bad. 
What was worse, he did not know what to do. 

" May I tell you somethin , , Cap'n? " put in 
the man at the diving rudder — a thin-faced, 
sandy-haired, quiet but keen-looking fellow. 

"What do you mean, Jackson?" Jonas 
turned to him eagerly. 

" Do you know about that buoy, sir? " 
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" What buoy? " shot out Jonas. 

Jackson's impressive face did not change. 
One bare arm was on his steering wheel, the 
other at his side. He looked as if getting stuck 
in the mud was an every-day experience. 

" A British gunner's mate told me, sir. He 
said it was aft." 

" Told you what? Said what was aft? " 

" He said there was a buoy near the stern 
you could release with a spring. It would 
float to the surface and take a two-inch line 
with it." 

" What good would that do? " asked Jonas 
excitedly. "A two-inch line's like a shoe- 
string!" 

" Sure — but he said it was bent to a hawser 
that went through a ring bolt " 

"That's right, Cap'n," said another deep- 
voiced petty officer. " The tender can grab 
the buoy and yank on the hawser and pull us 
out o' this mud-trap ! " 

After some feverish hunting, the knob that 
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released the spring was found. Jonas pressed 
it — and though he could not see or hear, de- 
voutly hoped it had released the buoy and sent 
it to the surface. 

He waited fifteen minutes longer, but noth- 
ing happened. He stood like a farmer about 
to be photographed, with every muscle tense 
and both hands gripping the periscope wheel. 
The men began to mumble and look discour- 
aged. A young sailor pulled a Bible out of 
his pocket and started to read it. 

All at once there was a quick jerk. The 
submarine moved aft and became almost level. 
The hand of the depth gauge began to move. 

" They've got us ! " shouted a half dozen 
voices at once. There was a sudden outburst 
of laughter and chatter. 

There was another jerk — and the men gave 
a cheer, for the tug had pulled them clear of 
the mud bank, and the boat was rising fast. 
In five minutes they were on the surface, with a 
dripping hatch cover open and the light stream- 
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ing down. A fisherman anchored twenty feet 
away was placidly puffing at his pipe and 
watching his lines. 

Next day Jonas went out and made another 
quick dive — this time in deeper water — and 
nothing unusual happened. Every narrow 
escape was a lesson, and the newly-made cap- 
tain was learning the game fast. He knew, 
and each member of the crew knew, that their 
lives depended on becoming expert. They 
were vitally interested, and knowledge came 
easily. Jonas had taken another step toward 
being a real officer — he had begun to think 
more of his men's lives than of his own. At the 
end of two months the U-15, her commander, 
and her crew, were all ready for the War 
Zone. 

Jonas's stay in Easthampton was almost 
over. He could tell where the post-office was, 
and Middle Street, and the dockyard, and the 
water — that was about all he knew of East- 
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ham p ton. But he knew his way about the 
U-15. 

Toward the end of his stay he met Captain 
Holder. 

" Well — how's everything? " asked that of- 
ficer heartily. " Any hope left for von Gerbst? 
Don't lose a minute, Althorp! Study your 
boat so you can navigate it upside down. Re- 
member — out we go on the first of November 
whether it's snowing in the North Sea or 
not!" 

Jonas had the feeling that if some one must 
keep Holder waiting, he would prefer not to 
be the man. 

"We'll be ready, sir!" 

" By the way " — the expression of Holder's 
face changed — " got letters last night! They 
all asked to be remembered. Elsa — remember 
her? — she's gone to the Army Camp at Lake 
Potter. Suppose they'll try to steal her from 
the Navy, eh? " He laughed and hurried on. 

" Out on the first ! Remember that's our 
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slogan," he called back. "We'll chase von 
Gerbst with his own dogs this time." 

The news about Elsa made Jonas jealous. 
He was determined that she should not get into 
the army, and therefore bought her the hand- 
somest navy buckle he could find, and started 
it off by registered mail for Lake Potter. 

The flotilla was ready on October 31st. 
That morning the mail orderly returned with 
a long circular roll addressed to Jonas. 

" Looks like a new commission, sir! " he said 
smiling. 

"It's my commission as lieutenant!" thought 
Jonas. " Now I can wear my extra stripe 
legally." 

He tore off the tight paper cover, and 
reached the parchment inside. Eagerly un- 
folding it he read: 

" Ensign Jonas Althorp, U. S. N." 

Some clerk in the department had made a 
mistake — and his new commission was the same 
as the old ! 
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For a moment Jonas felt like quitting; here 
was the result of all his danger and hard workl 
His promotion held up through a blunder 1 
Then he remembered a saying of Holder's: 

" Keep the personal in the background. 
Work for your boss, Uncle Sam, first, last, and 
all the time, and in the long run you'll help 
yourself and him both ! " 

He sighed and went back to work. 

But that night he had another jar that made 
him wonder if it was really worth while to keep 
on with such stupid people to slave for. He 
had just given his orders for an early start with 
the rest of the flotilla in the morning, when he 
heard the whirring and scraping that showed 
a boat alongside. A moment later he saw a 
pair of legs followed by a stout body squeezing 
down through the hatch. He looked up from 
the good-bye letter he was writing and recog- 
nized — Stein! 

"Wow!" said the latter, throwing off his 
slicker. " They didn't give me much margin! 



176 THE SPY ON THE SUBMARINE 

Here I am, Althorp, — they've ordered me at 
the last moment to ship with you as a pas- 
senger — on special duty ! " 

Jonas was thunderstruck. Stein again, just 
when everything was going well! 

" Let's see your orders ! " he said roughly. 

Stein handed him a cable message from the 
chief of operations endorsed by the Admiral. 

Jonas looked at the paper carefully. So far 
as he could tell it was a real cablegram and the 
Admiral's signature looked right. The unwel- 
come passenger had a pass ! 



CHAPTER XI 

THE GTEOSCOPIC COMPASS 

A FTER great difficulty a space was found 
big enough for Stein to sleep in, and 
Jonas and Chase each felt obliged to lend him 
a blanket. The officers' compartments had 
been crowded enough before, but now it was 
impossible to move without stumbling over 
something, and Jonas had to fold up his little 
desk after scratching a hurried good-bye and 
sealing his letter. It was nearly midnight be- 
fore he could turn in. 

His last act had been to read carefully some 
official papers he had only had time to glance 
at before. One of these was a long memo- 
randum from Captain Holder explaining the 

plan for capturing von Gerbst. The little 
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flotilla of picked submarines was to rendezvous 
at the mouth of the Wedor, 1 a small river 
emptying into the mouth of the North Sea. 
Reliable information had been received that 
von Gerbst was really on the U-16, which had 
been cruising off the mouth of the river, and 
had a base just inside. The vicinity had been 
a graveyard for merchant ships. The flotilla 
was to form in a semicircle around the mouth 
of the harbor about fifty miles seaward, and 
was to patrol for von Gerbst, sometimes on the 
surface, and sometimes submerged. It was 
hoped that if they could not get him while un- 
der the water, they might surprise him charg- 
ing his batteries, and either torpedo him or cap- 
ture him in a fight. It all seemed very inter- 
esting and exciting to Jonas, and he felt cer- 
tain they would bag the notorious German. 

Early the next morning the flotilla got un- 
der way and steamed in column out of East- 

1 The geographical names in this story are mostly 
fictitious. 
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hampton harbor. Captain Holder led in his 
flag-ship, the mother ship Rover. From this 
he made signals to direct the motions of the 
little flotilla, and also from time to time talked 
with them by wireless. The order was after 
getting clear of land to disperse and arrive at 
the rendezvous by different routes. 

Jonas stood on the bridge of the U-15 with 
the wind driving spray into his face and chill- 
ing him to the bone in spite of his overcoat and 
heavy sweater. It was early autumn, but icy 
cold. Dark clouds lowered to seaward, and a 
mist hid the hills that had looked so attractive 
when the boat was coming in. As it got lighter 
and warmer, Jonas's spirits rose; and when 
they safely rounded the little white lighthouse 
with its red roof, and picked up the whistling 
buoy, he went down for breakfast (leaving 
Chase on the bridge), feeling like a real deep 
sea navigator. Now at last he would have a 
chance to act and think for himself without be- 
ing told every minute just what to do. It was 
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true that the submarine was very crowded and 
uncomfortable, and close below, even running 
on the surface, — since it was necessary to close 
all the main-deck hatches to keep the waves 
from dashing in; but sailors don't mind dis- 
comforts if there is really " something do- 
ing. 

The flotilla separated soon afterward, and 
about nine o'clock Jonas was able to get a good 
morning sight of the sun with his sextant. 
This forenoon sight is used to fix the longitude. 
The result agreed exactly with what he ex- 
pected from his last bearing of the lighthouse 
and his compass course from it. At noon he 
went on deck for what is called the meridian 
altitude. It is a fact known to navigators that 
the altitude of the sun above the horizon taken 
with a sextant exactly at noon and corrected 
for certain errors gives the latitude of the ship. 
Jonas had set his watch for the time of the 
longitude he was then in — since, as everybody 
knows, time changes with longitude, and the 
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true noon would depend upon the longitude 
taken that morning and corrected for the run 
since. 

Exactly at noon Jonas recorded the altitude, 
applied his corrections, and quickly obtained 
the latitude. It was the first time he had ever 
done this except for practice, and he was much 
interested in seeing whether the work had been 
done right. He plotted this latitude on the 
chart, and found it placed him exactly where 
he expected to be from the course he was steer- 
ing and the speed he was running at. 

That afternoon he got another longitude 
sight. This did not plot so well, and Jonas 
decided that either he had made some mistake 
in figuring, or had met a strong current carry- 
ing the boat to the westward. He looked at 
his big " gyroscopic " compass, but that seemed 
to be in perfect order, and he felt sure the next 
morning's position would be a good one. 

Next morning it was very foggy and he 
could only estimate his position by " dead 
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reckoning "-that is from the courses run by 
compass and the number of miles on each — 
without checking it with the sextant. This did 
not worry Jonas, for he saw no reason to doubt 
his dead reckoning. Besides he had other 
things to think about. He was now in the War 
Zone, and might at any moment sight an enemy 
torpedo boat or raider. Then would be the 
time for a " crash dive " — and the young cap- 
tain had to be sure that everything would be 
ready. A minute lost in closing hatches and 
getting ready for going down might mean a 
dive to the bottom of the sea with a German 
shell-hole in the side ! 

There were two or three alarms during the 
forenoon. Once they ran close to a British 
destroyer and had to make recognition signals 
on the jump. Later on, when the fog lifted for 
a moment, they sighted a submarine chaser; 
and as they studied it with long glasses, the 
wind blew her colors out and they thrilled at the 
sight of the stars and stripes. But the fog 
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closed in again, and they saw no more of this 
friendly craft. 

The only sun in the afternoon was a bright 
spot in the heavens that could not be " shot " 
with a sextant, and no stars were visible that 
night. Jonas did not turn in at all, for he felt 
that he was getting close to the enemy coast. 

He now knew something of the worries of a 
navigator. By eight o'clock he should have 
been "on soundings" — that is, in water shallow 
enough for depths to be taken — and by nine 
o'clock he should have been close inshore. 
But the leadsman could get no bottom, and 
there was nothing whatever to check the posi- 
tion by. Jonas studied the chart anxiously; 
according to that he should now be scraping 
bottom and past the meeting place. Danger 
from the enemy was increasing with dangers 
of navigation. 

" This breeze is freshenin 5 up, Cap'n," said 
Jackson, the quartermaster who had suggested 
the buoy when the submarine was in the mud. 
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"Think it'll blow the fog away, sir!" His 
face was expressionless, as usual. 

"Be ready for a quick dive!" answered 
Jonas. Here was new cause for anxiety; if 
the fog blew away suddenly they might find 
themselves looking into the guns of an enemy 
destroyer or shore battery. Jonas felt his hair 
turning gray. 

" It's lifting, sir — it sure is ! " shouted Jack- 
son. 

The breeze had freshened rapidly and the 
sun was high. All at once the U-15 ran, like 
a train coming out of a tunnel, into blazing 
sunshine. In five minutes the horizon was 
visible on every side. 

Jonas looked in vain for the Rover and for 
the rest of the flotilla. Not even a spar or keg 
was in sight — they had the ocean all to them- 
selves. It was as smooth as a mill-pond, as 
innocent looking as a cat that has swallowed a 
canary. And no land was in sight. All on 
the bridge strained their eyes and gazed in- 
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tently through the high-powered long glasses ; 
but it was useless to look — there was no bump 
or shadow that faintly resembled land. 

And yet, by all the rules of navigation, land 
should be less than half a mile away I 

Jonas headed more to the eastward, deter- 
mined to make a landfall and to pick up some 
object he could identify. The weather had be- 
come thick again, though the fog banks were 
scattered and low. 

" Land ho! " shouted the quartermaster. A 
tall smoke-stack was faintly visible over the fog. 
Jonas headed toward it. 

" Starboard battery's badly grounded, 
Cap'n." 

A " ground " in a storage battery is a seri- 
ous thing in a submarine, and Jonas knew this 
would hamper him very much if he had to sub- 
merge. The news made him no more cheer- 
ful. 

It was about time for a meridian altitude, 
and Jonas sent down for his sextant. It was a 



186 THE SPY ON THE SUBMAEINE 

toss-up whether the sun would be visible or 
not — but anyway he would probably be able to 
get a sight near noon that would give him his 
latitude. Luckily both sun and horizon were 
plainly visible at the critical moment. He got 
an excellent altitude and hastened to work out 
the position. 

" Great Scott ! " he exclaimed. " Some- 
thing's wrong! " 

" What's the matter, sir? " said Jackson, 
giving his wheel a turn. 

"Why, this latitude! It's a degree out! 
Sixty miles or more ! " 

Jonas went over his figures again. 

" We're sixty-one miles to the northward! " 
he repeated. " Who ever heard of a current 
like that!" 

" The set along here's to the southward, sir," 
said the quartermaster. " Can't be current. 
Those gyro compasses are tricky sometimes. 
I've known 'em to get jammed and go wrong — 
specially in a seaway." 
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Tell the gyro electrician I want him," or- 
dered Jonas, starting down through the hatch. 
" We'll look at that compass! " 

The gyroscopic compass that submarines 
carry is a much more complicated affair than 
the old style magnetic compass. The latter 
points to the north on account of its magnets; 
for if a magnet is on a pivot, its south pole 
tends to point toward the North Pole that 
Peary discovered. 1 But a gyroscopic compass 
depends on the action of a gyroscope, or a wheel 
spinning very fast. Strange to say such a 
wheel, spinning fast and freely suspended, will 
place itself in the north and south line, like a 
magnet. A gyroscopic compass has many 
parts and is an elaborate affair. It has to be 
set for both the latitude and the speed of the 
ship — otherwise it will not read correctly. 
And the wheel must be up to speed. 

Jepson, the gyro electrician, joined Jonas, 



1 Or, rather, to the Magnetic Pole, which is near Peary's 
Pole. 
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who was looking down at the big inverted glass 
bowl over the instrument. 

" Seems to be running finely," he said. 
" What do you think, Jepson? " 

" Yes, sir," drawled the tall electrician, who 
had taken a course at the factory. " It looks 
fine as silk to me, sir. It's sure not jammed 
or anything." 

He crouched over the compass, making a 
careful examination of its many parts. 

" Nothing wrong about the phantom ring, — 
or the relay — or the motor," he muttered. 
" Gyro's running fast. Why do you think it's 
wrong, Captain? " 

Jonas turned suddenly. Stein was looking 
over his shoulder. 

" Because our position's all out, Jepson — 
looks as if we've been steering the wrong 



course." 



" What's the latitude, sir? " 

Jonas told him. 

" And we've been making twelve knots? " 
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" Yes — averaging that." 

Jepson held his search-light to a little dial 
and looked at it closely. He gave a low 
whistle. 

" Twelve knots, sir? " 

" Yes, twelve." 

" That's what I thought. Somebody's 
changed this setting to twenty ! " 

Jonas said something under his breath. 

" How about the latitude? " he asked. 

Jepson bent down again. 

He turned his keen face toward the officer. 
It expressed his amazement. 

"Latitude's ten degrees out, sir! Some- 
body's been tamperin' with this here compass ! " 



CHAPTER XII 

A FIGHT IN THE AIB 

11 TUST as I expected!" muttered Jonas 
angrily. " Correct the adjustments, Jep- 
son. Have you seen anybody playing tricks 
around this gyro? " 

" No, sir," drawled Jepson, straightening up 
as well as his tall frame would let him. " But 
I don't mind saying I have an idea who it was, 
sir. Of course — I'm only an enlisted man, 
sir — I can't talk — well, sir, I'd better not say. 
But if I was captain of this craft, somebody 
would be in irons, rank or no rank." For once 
Jepson spoke almost fast. 

Jonas made no reply, but he gave Jepson aj 

meaning look, and knew they understood 

other. 
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At lunch he could hardly bring himself to 
talk with Stein. 

About two hours later, after getting another 
sight with his sextant and finding out where 
he was, Jonas started again for the rendez- 
vous. 

" What's that smoke? " he asked suddenly. 

Jackson rested his long glass on the railing 
and took a steady look. 

" Can't make it out, sir. Shall I have the 
hatches closed? " 

" Yes, pass the word below I — get everything 
ready for a quick dive ! " shouted Jonas. He 
was tingling with energy, and was not to be 
caught napping. There was something mag- 
netic about Jonas's noisy enthusiasm that made 
the men jump. 

All hatches were banged down except the 
one through the conning tower. The machin- 
ists moved aft to their motors, and the crew 
took stations for diving. Just then Stein ap- 
peared, wriggling up like a snake from its hole, 
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and pulled himself up to the bridge. Jonas 
glanced at the ruddy, unruffled face and 
frowned, but did not order his stout passenger 
below. 

" Take another look, Jackson," he ordered. 
" Do you make her out? " The vessel was ap- 
proaching rapidly. 

" A destroyer, sir ! — coming four bells an* a 
jingle. She isn't flying colors " 

"Never mind her colors. Watch for a 
recognition signal and make ours! Tell the 
radio operator to signal too ! " 

The quartermaster hoisted some flags on the 
little signal mast, then looked again through 
his glass. Jonas could now see the destroyer 
distinctly through his binoculars. 
She's answering ! " he exclaimed. 
Yes, sir ! But I can't make out the num- 
bers. Top one doesn't look right to me," he 
added doubtfully. 

" Captain," shouted Chase through the 
hatch, "radio operator says they're spitting 
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something at him, but he can't get their wave 
length!" 

"Sir!" yelled the quartermaster. "That 
fellow's a German! He's built just like the 
Calvert — and that's not the right signal! " 

" All below! " shouted Jonas. " Open your 
vents! Flood A, B, and C tanks! House 
those masts in a hurry ! " 

Quick work was needed. A destroyer going 
thirty knots covers a mile in two minutes and 
may carry guns that are accurate at three or 
four miles. As the U-15 came awash and be- 
gan to submerge, a shell splashed not fifteen 
feet astern. 

" They've got our range ! " exclaimed Chase, 
who was at the forward periscope. " Lucky 
you were ready, Captain." He always ad- 
dressed Jonas as " Captain " now. 

The second shot came still nearer, but only 
the conning tower was now visible, and in a 
moment that too disappeared. Jonas, who 
was now at the after periscope, gave a sigh of 
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relief when green water displaced the daylight 
at his object glass. 

"Now we're under!" he laughed. "Let 
'em shoot at the ocean all they please ! " His 
eyes were bright and clear. 

" It was a close call ! " commented Stein. 
" Another shot might have smashed our peri- 
scope — though it's a small " 

He did not finish the sentence, for Jonas had 
turned his back on him without seeming to 
hear. Up to this time Stein, who did not ap- 
pear sensitive, had paid no attention to Jonas's 
coldness. He said nothing more. 

It was now very quiet below. The motors 
were running silently and the crew were at 
their stations, awaiting orders. 

"Give her a little up-rudder, Jackson!" 
ordered the captain. " I'm going to porpoise 
for a quick look. Be ready to dive again 
quickly." 

Suddenly, as he peered through the peri- 
scope, daylight and green light were mixed. 
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Then the periscope shot up clear of the water, 
and the horizon came plainly into view* Jonas 
rapidly turned the tube. 

He and Chase gave an excited exclamation 
simultaneously. 

" It's a seaplane ! " exclaimed Jonas. 

" And a huge one ! " said Chase. " But 
what's that dangling under her? " 

Within the field of view were two objects — 
the destroyer, now some miles away, and a 
large aeroplane with a black oblong object 
hanging below. 

Looks like a torpedo ! " cried Jonas. 
That's what it is, Captain ! " answered 
Chase, focusing his periscope. " And the 
machine is a torpedo plane. I'm sorry for the 
destroyer!" 

"The plane'U be shot to pieces! A little 
more up-rudder, Jackson — my periscope's 
awash! — that's better! What can she do 
against a big destroyer, Fred? " 

" She's high now, Captain," answered Chase. 



<< 
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" A mile high at least. The U-boat can't touch 
her. See now — watch that nose-dive I — she's 
coming lower." 

"What's her game?" Jonas was talking 
fast ; his pulse was beating rag-time. 

44 She's going to dive just outside of gun- 
tsnge and " 

44 There she goes now ! " shouted Jonas. 
44 She's almost down to the water ! " 

44 Did you see that?" exclaimed Chase. 
44 See her drop that torpedo? Now she's start- 
ing up again " 

44 Gee, see the shrapnel bursting round 
her!" 

44 But all short, Captain ! " added Chase. 
14 And her torpedo's launched, and going thirty 
miles an hour I'll bet my pipe ! " 

Neither said a word for a minute or two. 
The aeroplane had risen again, after launching 
the torpedo, and was circling down the wind at 
high speed. It was now safely out of gun- 
range. But both officers, with eyes pressed 
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against the rubber eye-piece, were intently 
watching the destroyer. 

" Look, look ! " yelled Jonas. 

" Oh! " exclaimed Chase, with a sound that 
was half curse and half groan. 

A great column of spray had been thrown up 
at the stern of the destroyer. The torpedo had 
evidently hit and exploded. 

" Her whole stern is gone, Fred ! " Jonas 
was dancing up and down in his excite- 
ment. 

Chase made no reply. 

"Yes, — and she's settling!" yelled Jonas. 
" That's wonderful ! One British aeroplane 
sinking a ship! 

" We can show ourselves now," he went on. 
" The enemy's gone — perhaps we can rescue 
some of the poor devils ! " 

" Yes," agreed Chase eagerly. " The des- 
troyer can't hurt us, and the aeroplane's a 
friend." 

Jonas instantly gave the order, and in a 
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moment the U-15 was awash. In two or three 
minutes a hatch was opened and he climbed on 
deck, followed by the officers and the quarter- 
master. 

Jackson directed his glass at the aeroplane, 
which had immediately sighted them and was 
heading their way. 

" Captain," he cried, " I see the flag under 
her wings. She's an American! " 

Jonas was so glad to see a countryman in the 
air that he forgot the recognition might not be 
mutual. What brought him to his senses was 
a great splash abeam as the aeroplane passed 
overhead. She had dropped a bomb and was 
wheeling to drop another. 

" Hoist our colors ! " shouted Jonas. 

But he was too late. The aeroplane had 
made a quick turn and was almost overhead 
again. The boat had no time to dive, and no 
chance to run. 

There was a hissing sound in the air — Jonas's 
heart missed a beat — and a heavy object 
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splashed harmlessly into the sea hardly a yard 
from the submarine's bridge. 

"Almost a bull's-eye 1" laughed Jonas. 
" Get below quickly — we'll dive before she 
turns again!" 

" She isn't turning, Captain! " said Chase in 
his quiet way. " I think that was her last 
bomb." 

" Who's coming? " exclaimed Stein. " Look 
over there to the eastward! " 

Two other planes were approaching; but as 
Jonas stopped, with his body half through the 
hatch, the American dashed over to meet 
them. 

" See! " exclaimed Chase. " The Iron Cross 
on their wings!" The two machines, which 
had approached rapidly, were maneuvering to 
get above the torpedo-plane. 

Jonas, seeing that they were hunting other 
prey, did not dive immediately, but waited with 
everything in readiness for an instant dis- 
appearance. 
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" Looks bad for our friend," mused Chase. 
" He'll join the destroyer in a minute." 

" I'm not so sure," said Jonas stoutly. 

As he spoke, the nearest German let loose 
with his machine gun, and the men on the 
bridge cried out. But though some of his shots 
must have hit the American, no vital part was 
damaged, and the plane sailed on. 

"He's going right toward the other!" 
shouted Jackson. At last he seemed excited. 

The two machines almost collided, but by a 
quick dive the American passed under his ad- 
versary. When he righted himself, the first 
German machine was behind him and almost 
within gun-range. The Teuton's gun could 
bear, shooting forward — unlike the American's, 
which could not fire astern. 

" Look, look! — fine! " cried Jonas. 

By suddenly putting over his rudder the f or- 
pedo-plane had performed the feat known as 
the " aerial skid." The tail of his machine had 
spun round horizontally, pivoting on the head, 



\ 
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and in an instant was pointing in exactly the 
opposite direction and toward the enemy. 
The pilot, who was evidently an expert airman, 
instantly dived under the German machine and 
let drive at the second enemy as he did so. The 
pilot of the latter fell back in his seat. 

"He's wounded!" exclaimed Stein, "and 
his machine is falling ! " 

But the other German aviator — the ob- 
server — could be seen crawling toward the 
levers. He leaned over the body of his 
wounded friend, grasped them, and stopped 
the downward course of the machine. 

" Ha! " said Chase. " That fellow is a real 
aviator; he " 

" The American's falling! " said Jonas and 
Stein together. 

The American aviator seemed to have com- 
pletely lost control of his machine, which was 
whirling toward the sea in a sort of spinning 
dive. The men on the bridge gave a groan, as 
the Germans followed down unable to hit the 
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whirling object but ready to shoot if pilot or 
observer remained alive. 

But suddenly the American stopped diving 
and shot out to one side — heading toward the 
U-15. The astonished Germans, realizing 
that the fall had been only a maneuver, fol- 
lowed in pursuit. 

" Man the after gun ! " flashed out Jonas. 
" Load with shrapnel ! " 

A few rounds of shrapnel— shell containing 
many iron balls — were always kept on deck in 
the little " ready magazine." 

In a moment the gun was manned and 
loaded. The American, though now doubtful 
as to the U-15's nationality, did not chance 
flying directly over, but his pursuers came well 
within range. 

" Let them have it ! " ordered Jonas. 

The gun spit out its flame and smoke. A 
moment later a cry rose from the watchers — 
for one of the Kaiser's machines was falling. 
And this was no maneuver — for the wings were 
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blazing fiercely. A second later it splashed 
heavily into the sea. Only a smoke trail and 
some blackened wreckage remained. One 
enemy was still left; but the pilot of this 
machine was wounded and helpless, and the 
observer too busy handling his " joy sticks " to 
pay much attention to the gun. Realizing his 
disadvantage, he made a sudden turn and 
headed back for German soil. The American 
followed in pursuit. The divers watched the 
occasional jets of flame and smoke, the ducking 
and twisting of both machines, the efforts of 
the German to reach a friendly cloud — and 
finally saw them fade away in the sky like dis- 
tant gulls. 

" A dollar to a doughnut," said Jonas, " that 
the American gets him! " 

" He's sure to," agreed Chase, " but he'd 
better double his life insurance before he meets 
any more Germans." 



CHAPTER XIII 

IN THE ESCAPE HATCH 

A S the aeroplanes disappeared, Jonas's 
■^ thoughts turned to the crew of the Ger- 
man destroyer, which was now below the waves. 
Before sinking she had launched several boats, 
which had sailed away. It seemed humane to 
run over and look for survivors; and though 
the submarine could carry only a few passen- 
gers, Jonas promptly did so. Apparently all 
the swimmers had reached the boats, which 
were now within the mine-fields near the enemy 
coast. Jonas poked around amid the wreck- 
age — gratings, chests, chairs, and other small 
articles in great quantity — and had just given 
up the search and rung full speed ahead, when 

he saw something round, like the head of a 
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mail, poking over the edge of a chicken-coop. 
Next moment an arm was waved and a hail in 
German came across the water. 

Jonas ran his boat over and had the lone sur- 
vivor pulled aboard. No one seemed able to 
talk with the blue-eyed, blonde-faced German 
sailor until Stein addressed him in his own 
language. The German eagerly replied. 

" I should like to take this fellow below and 
question him, Althorp," said Stein. 

This was exactly what Jonas did not wish, 
and he made objections. But Stein, with no 
show of irritation, produced a paper Jonas had 
not seen before. Like Stein's orders, it seemed 
to have all the proper signatures, and directed 
that Stein should be allowed to question 
prisoners. There was nothing for Jonas but 
to grit his teeth and yield, though he had a 
vague fear that some bad result might follow. 

After half an hour Stein reappeared. Jonas 
hated to see the sturdy figure and the placid 
face of his unwelcome passenger, but waited 
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curiously for his report. Knowing submarine 
machinery, Stein had been useful on several 
occasions; but Jonas devoutly wished he had 
stayed behind in Easthampton. 

" The prisoner says he went down with the 
destroyer and was overlooked by the life- 
boats." 

Jonas grunted. " Does he know anything? " 
he asked ungraciously. He found it hard to 
treat the passenger with the respect always due 
a senior in rank. 

" The chap seems to. Says von Gerbst 
divides his time between the U-16 and a yacht 
anchored inside the Wedor River bar. He 
spoke freely — seemed sick of the Hun Navy. 
Said he served on a sub before going to the 
destroyer — was about ready to quit." 

Jonas wished he knew just what the man 
had told Stein. But all his own German had 
come out of a book, and he would have had 
trouble asking the prisoner what his name was. 
He gave orders that the man should be kept 
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apart and that no one but officers should talk 
with him. 

The U-15 was now off again for the rendez- 
vous. The sea was calm, and the sun was 
setting gaily among pink clouds in the west. 
Jonas seized the chance to slide down from the 
bridge and stretch his legs along the main deck 
of the submarine. As he paced up and down 
between the conning tower and the bow, enjoy- 
ing the momentary peacefulness of the scene, 
he turned over in his mind many things that 
had happened during the past rapid months. 
He felt now that he had the respect and good 
will of the crew. He understood them better; 
and as he thought more of the work in hand and 
less of his own dignity, felt that they under- 
stood and liked him better. " They must have 
thought I was Happy Hooligan at first," he 
laughed to himself. Now he could talk about 
Diesel engines with a machinist's mate or ex- 
plain the weather to an old-navy quartermaster. 

" This is the lifel " he repeated to himself. 
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" I want to stay in when the war's over. Wish 
I could split my time between subs and sea- 
planes ! " 

As he passed and repassed the open hatch, 
he heard voices coming up from below. This 
was not surprising — but suddenly he stopped. 
The conversation floating up was in German! 
The voices were low, the tones earnest and full 
of suppressed excitement. 

He knew that if he went straight down 
through the hatch his legs would announce his 
coming and the speakers would have time to 
separate. He decided to go aft, get below 
through the engine-room hatch, slip forward 
and surprise them. He was soon in the 
rattling, greasy engine-room. Passing through 
the next compartment, he reached the narrow 
passageway leading to the space where the sus- 
pects had been. Taking off his shoes, he crept 
toward the door, reached it, and looked 
cautiously in. The prisoner was alone and ap- 
parently asleep ! Jonas ran up and shook him 
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roughly. The man sighed sleepily, turned 
over, opened his blue eyes, and gazed at Jonas 
with a stupid look. 

" How long have you been asleep? " de- 
manded Jonas in his best German. 

The man shook his head and smiled child- 
ishly. 

I don't understand," he replied. 
Whom were you talking with? " shouted 
Jonas. 

The prisoner rose, tugged at his moustache, 
and looked at Jonas as if there were not an 
idea in his mind. 

Jonas said something under his breath and 
turned away. 

"Put this man under guard!" he ordered 
Chase, who came in from the battery compart- 
ment, " and keep him on bread and water until 
he learns to chatter or make signs or some- 
thing/' 

He was sure the prisoner had been plotting 
something with another person in the compart- 
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ment, and was determined to get at the bottom 
of the affair. But for the moment he hardly 
knew how to proceed. 

It was long after dark when the U-15 
reached the rendezvous. As no lights or dim 
shapes of vessels were visible, Jonas had mis- 
givings. It looked as if the other boats had 
given him up and had gone ahead with the work 
in hand. In any case he could not hope to find 
them that night. He thought of the exciting 
times they were having, and felt like a man 
who had missed a train. His little radio set, 
good only for short distances, had been work- 
ing badly — just a few minutes before the 
operator had reported that the receiver was 
dead. It was impossible to get in touch with 
the flag-ship, which might now be many miles 
away. Jonas stopped and began charging his 
batteries. 

i 

" Suppose we'll have to settle down for a 
quiet night ! " he lamented. " I don't see " 
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As he spoke the forecastle was brilliantly 
illuminated, and a second later the blinding 
beam of a search-light was in the young officer's 
eyes. 

He had learned to think fast and act 
quickly. 

" Fire your pistol ! " he roared to the lookout. 
" Three red stars ! Close all hatches ! Sta- 
tions for diving! " 

Three red stars from a pistol was the recog- 
nition signal. The only answer was a splash 
fifty yards away followed by the report of a 
rapid-fire gun. 

Pell-mell work was necessary to save the 
boat. Apparently the enemy had got wind of 
the rendezvous and had placed a destroyer in 
wait. The second shot splintered the radio 
mast ; but the boat was now awash, and in less 
than a minute was completely submerged. 

" Nothing slow about submarining! " said 
Jonas gleefully. 

" Trim her down well ! " he ordered. " We'll 
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have to run submerged all night. That fel- 
low'll do his best to catch us! " 

For two hours the U-15 ran silently through 
the dark water. Some of the crew remained 
at their stations. Others stretched out on 
bunks covered with grimy, greasy blankets and 
slept. It is hard to keep clean on a diver. 

Of course the air in a submarine running 
under water is never the best. As the first 
supply is used up, compressed air is admitted 
from flasks, increasing the pressure and caus- 
ing a feeling of discomfort. Oily fumes are 
given off from the motors, sulphurous gases 
from the battery. Moisture collects on the 
sides and drops from the beams. The air be- 
comes heavy with carbon dioxide (the gas men 
breathe out) and foul with disagreeable 
odors. 

This night it seemed to Jonas that the smells 
were worse than ever before. He was con- 
stantly coughing, and his head began to ache 
very badly. He noticed that other men were 
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barking and showing unusual signs of dis- 
comfort. 

Stein had been gliding from one compart- 
ment to another. He now came up to Jonas 
and whispered: 

" Don't you think it's stuffy? " 

Stein had a peculiar trick of letting his voice 
fall at the end of a question. It was char- 
acteristic of him, and therefore annoyed 
Jonas — especially if he had a headache. 

"Oh, no!" he answered sarcastically. "I 
think it's like a May evening ashore ! " 

Stein ignored his tone. 

" The batteries are gassing more than usual. 
I " 

" Captain ! " broke in the gunner's mate ex- 
citedly — he had pushed his way to the useless 
periscope by which Jonas was standing — " the 
batteries are flooded ! " 

" Sea water or fresh? " 

" Sea water, sir! " His voice was strained 
and hoarse. 
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It is indeed a serious matter if salt water gets 
to the cells of a submarine's batteries; for the 
deadly chlorine gas is generated. In charging, 
and sometimes after, another gas, hy droge n, is 
given off. This is very explosive if mixed in 
too great quantity with air. 

Jonas hurried into the battery compartment. 

"Lift the deck plates!" he ordered. 
" Where's the water coming from? " 

" Can't imagine, sir," answered the gunner's 
mate, " unless some seam has opened up again. 
We must get to the surface mighty quick, sir! " 

" And get shot up for our pains 1 That 
bloody destroyer can't be far away ! " 

Leaning over he felt about between the out- 
board cells and the turn of the bilge, where the 
unseen water was swishing. 

" What's this? " he exclaimed. 

His hand was on a little bent copper pipe 
that led from somewhere forward. At the end 
of it was a valve. He tried the valve, and 
stuck his hand under the end of the pipe. 
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" This valve is open ! " he roared, " and water 
is pouring in ! " 

This unobtrusive little pipe must have been 
secretly put in at Easthampton. Somebody 
had opened the valve ! 

" The scoundrel that did that," cried Jonas 
with fury, " wants to be choked with the rest 
of us ! " Chlorine gas attacks the throat and 
lungs, making it terribly difficult to breathe. 

" Look out for hydrogen, too ! " murmured 
Stein, who was looking over Jonas's shoulder. 

The younger man turned fiercely on him, 
but Stein had already stepped to the other side 
of the deck. Jonas hurriedly gave some orders 
and ran back to the control compartment. He 
had barely reached it when there was a loud 
explosion forward. Instantly the boat was 
filled with smoke and choking fumes. 

In spite of a suffocating pain in his throat 
and lungs, Jonas managed to think. Several 
men were still at their posts. Some had been 
knocked down; some were groaning as if in- 
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jured. Jonas snapped out several orders, and 
after a minute or two felt his boat rising. 
Glancing at the gauge he saw they were awash, 
and quickly had the conning tower hatch open. 
There was a rush for the opening; all the un- 
injured men crawled through. Jonas was 
looking to see if any were left below, when the 
boat began to settle again. Water started 
pouring in, and there was just time to close the 
open hatch. At the same instant the lights 
went out. 

Jonas was close to an air valve used for 
blowing out one of the smaller tanks to make 
the boat lighter for rising. Hardly knowing 
what he was doing, he turned this valve in the 
darkness. He waited a moment — but could 
not tell whether he was rising or sinking. 

There seemed to be one chance left. He 
could go into the " escape hatch," close the door 
leading below, admit compressed air, open an 
upper hatch cover, and blow himself out. 

Groping, he managed with great difficulty 
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to find the entrance to this hatch. When he 
had pulled himself up and was about to close 
the door, he was astonished to find some one 
else inside the narrow space. There was a 
guttural exclamation. 

" Who in thunder are you? " yelled Jonas. 

The man's only answer was an oath and some 
expression in German. The next second Jonas 
felt an arm round his neck and a hand at his 
windpipe. 

A short, fierce struggle followed. Jonas 
was a powerful youngster, but had been taken 
completely by surprise. He writhed and 
kicked, but the terrible pressure on his gullet 
continued, and he gasped and strangled in a 
desperate effort to breathe. Just as he was 
going under, he remembered a gymnasium 
trick ; and crossing his hands under his enemy's 
chin, managed to force the man back and break 
his hold. By this time the air pressure in the 
compartment was so excessive that Jonas 
feared his ear-drums would burst. He was 
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still fighting fiercely, hitting first the other man 
and then the hard metal casing. He finally 
gave the unseen a smashing blow in the face, 
sprung the hatch open, and quickly found him- 
self spluttering and gurgling at the surface. 

Another head bobbed up close behind him. 
In the darkness it was impossible to see the 
man or even to guess who it was, and he swam 
hastily away before Jonas could seize him. 
Other sailors were paddling on all sides, blow- 
ing, spluttering, and calling out. 

Jonas felt a great mass rising under him. 
The air, left on below, had blown out the tank, 
and the boat had shot to the surface like a piece 
of cork. 



CHAPTER XIV 

A MEETING IN FBANGB 

TON AS could hardly realize his good luck. 
He had considered himself shipwrecked 
again, with hardly a chance of escape — and 
here was his buried ship come to life ! Though 
it was dark, he could hear the voices of men 
who had spied the looming mass of the sub- 
marine and were hailing others. He also sang 
out, and was quickly surrounded by his crew, 
some still in the water, others on the slippery 
deck. 

" Open all hatches ! " he ordered, " but watch 
your step — feel your way and don't get 
gassed ! " 

He led a party below, and working cau- 
tiously, managed to vent compressed air into 
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the boat and to get all hatches open. It was 
still dark and the odor of chlorine was strong. 
The crew had to wait on deck, with lips blue 
and teeth chattering, while air was blowing out 
the gas. In the battery compartment could be 
heard the groans and quivering sighs of injured 
men. 

Suddenly there was a heavy thud. Some 
man trying to descend had slipped on the 
ladder and fallen. Just then the electric lights 
flashed on, and Jonas, peering through the 
hatch, saw the face of the man who lay doubled 
up on the deck. 

" Fred ! " he called down, " are you badly 
hurt? " 

Chase was breathing heavily. " My leg's 
broken I " he said painfully. " Sprained my 
wrist trying to get aboard, and lost my grip on 
the ladder. Guess Fm knocked out." He 
could hardly finish the sentence. 

Jonas tumbled down to help him, and had 
Chase moved to a bunk. As there was no 
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doctor on board, he got some bandages from a 
locker, and using a bayonet as a splint, utilized 
his first aid training in setting Chase's leg. 

" You did fall hard," he said, when Chase 
was more comfortable. " You're not much to 
look at now, Fred ! " 

" Yes," said Chase feebly, " I hit the ladder 
in several places on the way down. Feel like 
resting a while." 

" I'm afraid you'll rest for some time, old 
man," sympathized Jonas. 

The victims of the explosion were also badly 
in need of attention, and the two uninjured of- 
ficers had a busy mid-watch. Jonas was sur- 
prised to find that Stein could doctor men as 
well as engines, and that he betrayed no wish 
to hang back. 

About two o'clock in the morning Stein 
stopped by the locker where Jonas was wearily 
hunting for dry clothes. 

" Althorp," he said, with his slightly Teutonic 
accent, " I've been examining the battery and 



222 THE SPY ON THE STJBMAHDTB 

the hull. Of course we can't do any more sub- 
merged work; but we can use the engines, and 
I think we'd better beat it for the nearest 
French port and get fixed up. That means 
Dunville." 

" I was thinking the same," answered Jonas, 
almost friendly for the moment, " but Mr. 
Destroyer will be right after us." 

" We must give him the slip." 

Jonas consented, and had just set his course, 
when looming up in the darkness, not two hun- 
dred yards away, appeared the dark hull of a 
moving ship. 

Must be our friend! " whispered Stein. 
Yes," answered Jonas. "And we can't 
go submerged. She has trailed us with devilish 
cunning!" 

A tense five minutes followed. Jonas 
shifted to the silent-running motors (there was 
still a little life in his batteries) and flooded the 
tanks until he was almost awash, with only the 
top of the conning tower showing. The 
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destroyer seemed to hear something, for she 
started zigzagging. 

" Nervous about submarines I " whispered 
Stein. " She wouldn't be if she knew how we 
feel ! " 

Jonas did not answer. He saw pictures of 
himself and his men in a German prison — 
marching out daily before sunrise for work in 
mud or in salt mines, feasting at noon on acorn 
soup and coffee substitute. 

On ope of its courses the destroyer, going 
thirty knots, was headed directly for them. 
They could see its black hull distinctly and hear 
the whirr of its engines. It seemed inevitable 
that they should be either run down or cap- 
tured. Just when Jonas was about to blow 
his whistle and surrender, she changed course 
and disappeared into the night. 

" Believe we are safe, Althorp," remarked 
Stein. " Now's our chance for a get-away." 

The gasoline engines were started again ; the 
U-15 was put back on her course; and daylight 
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found her well on her way toward Dunville, 
with no enemy in sight. 

Late next day the high lighthouse of Dun- 
ville was sighted — a joyful sight, for the sub- 
marine was no palace, and stores were running 
low. Jonas had had action enough for a while, 
and was hardly able to keep his eyes open on 
the bridge. One moment he would fall asleep 
on his feet; the next he would wake with a 
start. Luckily no other destroyer had crossed 
their path. As they got closer in they could 
see the old lighthouse two hundred feet above 
the sea, its windows blazing and its tower white 
in the rays of the setting sun. Behind and to 
one side was a watch-tower that Stein recog- 
nized. 

" That's the belfry opening out behind the 
light," he said. " It has a wonderful chime of 
bells. Over there are the docks and floating 
basins. A beautiful harbor this." 

Night fell early, and electric lights were soon 
twinkling ashore in fantastic lines up the hill- 
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side and in moving clusters where the tram- 
cars ran. After a trying cruise these signs of 
shore life were exhilarating. 

By the time they had exchanged signals with 
the nearest fort, a French torpedo boat came 
dashing out to identify them, and then to show 
them a safe anchorage. When Jonas heard 
his little anchor chain rattling out through the 
hawse pipe he felt relieved and happy. His 
first independent cruise was ended, and his com- 
mand was still afloat — if somewhat battered. 

It was too late to pay official visits ashore, 
and only one thing was left to do. 

" You chief petty officers divide the night 
watches," he said to Jepson. " I'm going to 
cork it off." 

And for twelve hours he lay like a log. 

Next morning he gasolined his uniforms, 
swallowed some coffee and hardtack, and stood 
off in & shore boat for the nearest dock. There 
was much to do. Official visits were due; per- 
mission would be needed for starting repairs; 
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contracts would have to be written for these 
and for supplies, and arrangements made for 
Chase and the injured sailors. 

After a round of interviews with the Ameri- 
can Consul, the Captain of the Port, the army 
General, and his honor, the Mayor, Jonas 
hurried to a hospital to secure beds for his 
disabled men. He then saw a few more offi- 
cials, and the manager of the shipyard where 
repairs were to be made. It had been a busy 
morning, with no time for lunch or for any- 
thing but business. 

Finally he started back for the water-front, 
pleased at having accomplished so much. It 
was his first leisure moment on French soil, 
and he found the quaint old buildings, the 
lively French children, the pretty young 
women, and all the odd sights of Dunville 
vastly interesting. He was specially struck 
by the many one-legged soldiers hobbling ; 
about and the Red Cross nurses in their fresh 
and charming costumes. 
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A young girl was coming down the street 
with the rapid, gliding gait of the trained 
nurse. Jonas observed her with interest. 

" Another of these pretty French nurses! 
he said to himself. " Fred is in luck." 

This young person was particularly pretty 
and graceful. She looked quite too young for 
hard work near the War Zone. 

" I believe she's American! " he exclaimed 
to himself. 

She was now only a few feet away, and her 
bright, open eyes met his. 

" Why, Mr. Althorp! " she cried. 

It was Elsa. 

To Jonas it seemed as if this meeting had 
been carefully planned on high. But Elsa was 
as busy as a bee in spring; there was only time 
for a few quick sentences and an appointment 
to call. 

" French girls are never supposed to receive 
callers," added Elsa, " but as much as I like 
the French, I prefer American ways ! " The 
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color had mounted in her face, and she looked 
like a Christie girl. 

" I'm patriotic myself," replied Jonas, " so 
that matter is settled. Where is your hos- 
pital? " 

Elsa told him. 

" Why, that's where I'm leaving one of our 
officers and four men ! It'll be my duty to call 
there — often ! " 

Laughing with pleasure, Elsa hurried on. 
Experience and tan had made Jonas hand- 
somer, and his face was alight at this meet- 
ing. 

Late in the afternoon he got his patients 
ashore. All were doing well except Chase, 
who was feverish and in great pain. Evidently 
he would need some weeks with the doctors 
and nurses. Jonas went to the hospital with 
him, but saw nothing this time of Elsa. 

Next day she had two hours free in the 
afternoon. Jonas took a walk with her along 
a beautiful hillside overlooking the harbor, then 
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treated her to delicious French chocolate in a 
little cafe. The cold air had made Elsa's 
cheeks as pink as coral; she looked keen and 
strong, ready for anything. This was the 
first really long talk Jonas had had with her; 
and he was surprised to find how much she 
knew about the war. 

" My grandmother was from Amiens," she 
said. " I have always talked French a little, 
and I studied French history in college. As 
soon as the fighting started I wanted to come 



over." 



" I like them, too," agreed Jonas. " Every- 
body says the war has brought out their finest 
traits. But as we said yesterday, I prefer 
home ways — and home girls ! " 

Elsa laughed and tripped on. She and 
Jonas, with friends in common and both so far 
from home, found much to talk about. Finally 
she looked at her wrist watch. 

" Hurry, hurry I " she exclaimed. " I must 
get back in fifteen minutes I " 
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Jonas gave a groan, and then reluctantly; 
started back. 

During the next two or three weeks they 
had several other walks and talks. Then a 
number of wounded came in after a battle, and 
the repair work on the U-15 reached a critical 
stage. It seemed that whenever Jonas could 
snatch an hour or two Elsa couldn't — and vice 
versa. 

One afternoon Jonas was at the hospital. 
He found his men in high spirits and ready 
for more cruising, while Chase was free of pain 
and apparently much better. 

" You ought to get a leg broken," said that 
youngster with his old-time ready laugh. 
" I'm being fattened up like a German goose. 
This place beats a diver all to pieces." 

" It is magnificent, but not war!" laughed 
Jonas, quoting Napoleon. 

" I prefer a separate peace," jollied Chase. 
" You fellows go on fighting. Say, Windy — I 
mean Captain — there's the cutest little Ameri- 
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can nurse here — makes me think of a thorough- 
bred collie — and who do you suppose she is ? " 

Jonas knew without being told, and felt a 
sharp pang of jealousy. 

Next week again he was extremely busy, 
and learned the hardest of military lessons — 
that duty comes first, every private inclination 
after. He felt hurt at Elsa's not seeing him 
the preceding week, and uneasy at Chase's 
show of interest. Finally he managed to slip 
away for a time, and determined to see Elsa, 
oh duty or not. He therefore went up again 
to see Chase! 

He unexpectedly killed two birds with one 
stone — for standing by Chase's bed, fascinat- 
ing in her white uniform, and apparently much 
interested in her patient — was the little nurse. 
She colored when Jonas appeared, and soon 
afterward hurried away. 

Chase's keen eyes were fixed on his friend 
as the latter took a seat by the bed. He evi- 
dently suspected that Jonas also liked Elsa, 
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and was all the more ready to talk about 
her. 

" Elsa has been my guardian angel," he said. 
" Suppose it's because I served with her 
brother-in-law. I'm planning to break the 
other leg when this one knits." The spirit of 
competition was strong in his eyes and voice. 

Jonas talked with him a while, but was rest- 
less and anxious to get away. Crossing over 
to the men's ward, he almost plumped into 
Elsa, who was hurrying by with a tray; but 
both were constrained, and she did not stop 
for a corridor chat. He returned to the ship 
feeling blue and sore. 

Meanwhile work on the battery was pro- 
gressing, and Jonas's thoughts turned again to 
his search for von Gerbst. The flotilla had 
been heard from ; Holder had returned to East- 
hampton after an unsuccessful cruise, and had 
ordered Jonas to act independently when 
ready. 

The next time he called at the hospital he 
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again passed Elsa. She half stopped, then 
hesitated and walked on — for Jonas's manner 
was reserved and formal. He did not call 
or send a note during the next few days, 
though he knew his stay was drawing to an 
end. 

One morning he went to his locker and found 
a sheet of paper sticking out from the bottom. 
Unlocking the door, he picked up the paper 
and read: 

" I have information, the source of which I 
cannot now reveal, that von Gerbst is again 
inside the bar at the mouth of the Wedor. 

" Go quickly and you may catch him." 

The words were typewritten, and there was 
no signature. 

Jonas threw back his head and stretched like 
a man awaking from sleep. 

" The Mystery Man is right," he murmured. 
" I won't lose a day! " 



CHAPTER XV 

THE WORK OF THE SUBMARINE 
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THHERE are always unexpected things to 
do at the last when a ship is leaving port, 
and this case was no exception. Just when 
Jonas was planning to get out next day, word 
was brought him that the air-compressor had 
broken down. Twenty-four hours later, when 
everything seemed ready again, the oil pump 
developed a peculiar knock. Finally on the 
third day, after a night in overalls, he man- 
aged to make a start. During the past forty- 
eight hours he had been too busy for a trip to 
see Chase and to cast furtive glances toward 
Elsa; but on this frosty morning, as they 
passed out by the narrow channel close to the 
beautiful Cliff Walk, Jonas made out the lithe 
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form of a Red Cross nurse, and, with his 
glasses, recognized Elsa. It seemed early for 
her to be walking on this cold winter morning. 
As the little craft passed a masonry bridge 
she was crossing, he saw something white 
flutter in her hands and waved his cap in fare- 
well. 

" I may never see her again," he thought; 
yet he felt a little comforted. How he envied 
Chase, who would see her every day! He 
believed his own case to be hopeless, and tried 
by fixing his thoughts on the work ahead to 
forget Elsa entirely. 

During the last few weeks he had heard 
many rumors of the wild doings of von Gerbst 
with the U-16 and his other submarines. The 
man seemed to have become more savage, and 
at the same time more skilful than ever: every 
day word came in of unexpected sinkings, with 
gruesome tales as to the fate of the survivors. 
It was reported that the U-16 had taken one 
string of life-boats in tow, and, after circling 
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about at a high speed, had suddenly blown her 
whistle, submerged, and pulled them under 
before they could cast off. Other tales of 
fantastic horror had aroused in Jonas a strong 
desire to rid the world of the infamous Sub- 
marine Chief. 

They were just clearing the last point in the 
channel when the radio man came squeezing 
up through the conning tower hatch, and 
handed Jonas a message in French. 

" Great submarine activity eighty miles to 
northward. Urge you to get there fast." 

It was signed by the Captain of the Port. 

This made a serious change in Jonas's plans ; 
for he had hoped to reach the Wedor quickly 
and to catch von Gerbst napping. However, 
the news in hand looked exciting; so he turned 
due north and proceeded to investigate. When 
he reached the submarine hunting grounds, he 
found wreckage but no signs of an enemy 
diver. He cruised about for five days, and be- 
gan to think he had come on a fooPs errand; 
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for it was the quietest week of his entire 
cruise. 

But early one morning a smoke was sighted, 
and not long afterward a fine ship appeared 
bearing down upon them. It was a splendid 
passenger liner, one of the largest Jonas had 
ever seen. Noticing that she carried large 
guns fore and aft, he decided that it would be 
safer to submerge than to wait for a shot fired 
by mistake. He did this, and after running 
off two miles or so, decided to porpoise and 
take a look. He was horrified to see another 
periscope between his and the liner. Then he 
sighted the black hull of a submarine rising 
above the surface, and distinctly saw a white 
death's head painted upon the bow. Evidently 
the Huns wished to advertise the U-16 — for 
this was her well-known mark that numerous 
shipwrecked vessels had reported seeing. 

While Jonas looked through his periscope 
the U-16 opened fire, and he at once saw that 
the liner had already been torpedoed, and was 
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listing heavily. Boats were being lowered, 
and several quickly shoved off, loaded to the 
gunwale. 

" We'll have to get into this game! " cried 
Jonas. He gave the order for up-rudder, and 
brought his boat to the surface as rapidly as 
possible. To his disgust he found that during 
the stay in port all the shells had been moved 
from the little magazine on deck. It would be 
necessary to open the hatch and get ammuni- 
tion from below. By this time of course the 
U-16 had sighted them, and a shot from her 
four-inch gun came within an ace of putting an 
end to the captured submarine and this story. 
Jonas submerged while waiting to complete 
his preparations, and returned to his periscope. 
As a target it was too small to matter much in 
the rough sea. 

Jepson, gazing through the after periscope, 
made a horrified, growling sound. Jonas, who 
had turned aside to give some orders, rushed 
back to his own eye-piece. 
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" Oh, the devils ! the devils ! " he exclaimed. 

The TJ-16 was busy shelling boats laden with 
men, women, and children; and as the Amer- 
icans looked on, struck a boat fairly in the 
middle and sank it. 

By this time the U-15 was ready for action. 
They again brought her to the surface, opened 
hatches, crawled through on deck, and manned 
the gun. But as they fired the first shot the 
German diver began to head down ; and with a 
derisive toot of the whistle she vanished, peri- 
scope and all, leaving her one-time sister boat 
to look out for survivors. 

The U-15 ran full speed toward the drifting 
boats, and hailed the nearest. A clean-cut 
young officer in uniform answered the hail. 

" Can you take us in? " he called out. " I'm 
commander of the naval crew. Will tell you 
about it when we get aboard! " 

Jonas stopped his engines, and as he lost 
headway the boat pulled alongside, and the 
young officer stepped aboard. He was active 
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as a cat, and had a fine coat of tan on his frank 
and pleasant face, which now looked grave. 
He had a keen, clear eye and symmetrical 
features. 

" I am Lieutenant Watson of the Naval Re- 
serves," he announced, shaking hands with 
Jonas, "Jack Frost Watson, sir. We were 
more than delighted to see you, for we didn't 
fancy cruising ninety miles or so in these open 
boats." 

Jonas welcomed his brother officer aboard — 
he liked him at first sight — and asked him if he 
knew anything about submarines. 

" Well, yes I " answered Frost. " I had a 
short cruise on one, off the Irish Coast, and 
might be of some use." 

" I'll stake you with a suit of dungarees," 
answered Jonas, " and we'll be glad to have 
you. My second in command is nursing a 
broken leg. It looks as if we'll have to give 
these boats a line and tow them back to Dun- 
ville." 
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" Good enough ! " answered Frost. " That'll 
suit the Frenchmen, and the others'U be glad to 
land anywhere!" 

After a little maneuvering, Jonas got a 
string of boats in tow, and started back at slow 
speed for the port he had left a week before. 
Just at sunset he picked up Dunville light; 
and by nine o'clock he was anchored again in 
his old berth. 

It was several days before he got up to the 
hospital to ask about Chase — and incidentally 
about Elsa. There had been many things to 
do — refugees to land, supplies to take on, minor 
repairs to arrange for. He finally managed to 
reach the hospital, and found in the office a 
little French nurse he had several times talked 
with before. 

"What!" she exclaimed. "Is Mr. Cap- 
tain back again so soon? " She looked up in 
smiling wonder. 

" Yes," replied Jonas. " We brought back 
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some shipwrecked people. How is my friend, 
Ensign Chase? He must be almost well by 



now* 



?" 



Oh, Meestair Chase ! " she replied in broken 
English, showing her pretty white teeth. " He 
was vairy well — two days ago we saw him — we 
have not seen him since— he leave vairy sud- 
denly." 

"Was he well enough to travel?" asked 
Jonas in great surprise. 

" Yes, sir," said the nurse. " It was a long 
time he had been with us, and his leg had a 
vairy quick improvement. Mees Delmar is a 
vairy clever nurse ! " She laughed teasingly. 

Jonas frowned, and she added : 

"He is a wonderful young man — such a 
constitution ! " 

Jonas was disappointed as well as puzzled, 
for he wanted to see Chase in spite of his 
jealousy. But the thought immediately flashed 
into his mind, " Then he couldn't have been 
with Elsa all the time! " 
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" How is Miss Delmar? " he asked timidly. 
" Could I speak with her a moment? " 

" Mees Delmar I" exclaimed the nurse. 
" She has gone away too ! " 

" W-what? " stammered Jonas. 

" Yes, sir," replied the French girl, studying 
him attentively. " She left the same day." 

"The same day!" 

" She was transferred to Abbeville. We 
were vairy sad to see the charming American 
mees go." 

At this moment the little nurse was called 
away, and left Jonas feeling dazed and sud- 
denly fatigued. He wanted to be somewhere 
alone; but there were sick men to be looked 
after. While he stood waiting, a nurse he had 
never seen before came in. He asked a ques- 
tion, and found her very friendly and talkative. 

" You come from the big liner that the sub- 
marine sank ! " she exclaimed. 

Jonas tried to explain that he did not; but 
she could not understand him well, and still 
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seemed to take him for an officer of the tor- 
pedoed ship. He tried to get more news of 
Chase, and finally of Elsa. 

"Ah! You mean the pretty little Amer- 
ican! " she cried. " I fear she was very un- 
happy." 

Unhappy? " asked Jonas, amazed. 

Yes, yes," said the French woman archly. 
I think she had a quarrel with her lover, and 
he sailed away, on a — what do you call it? — on 
a submarine ! " 
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CHAPTER XVI 

FUN BETWEEN THE ACTS 

HP HE blood rushed to Jonas's face. Chase 
was a submarine officer, it is true; but 
Chase hadn't sailed on a submarine. The nurse 
could have meant one person only — Jonas Al- 
thorp ! Could it be that, after all, Elsa cared 
for him? 

At any rate, Jonas got that young lady's 
address ; and when he got back to the ship sat 
down and wrote a long letter in which he in- 
sisted, with his heart in his pen, that after the 
war her name was to be Althorp instead of 
Delmar! 

It turned out that the U-15 would have to 
spend some days in port. Jack Watson was 
still aboard ; for he had volunteered to remain 
as second in command until orders should come 
from the Admiral. 
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" By the way ! " remarked Jonas. " Your 
last name is the same as the Admiral's. Ever 
meet him? I& he any relation to you? " 

" Only a distant father," replied Jack laugh- 
ing — " a hundred miles distant just now. I 
knew him before I knew he was my father." * 

This made Jonas like Jack better than ever; 
for Admiral Watson's genial humor had won 
his heart as well as his admiration. The Ad- 
miral was his ideal commander-in-chief, just as 
Holder was his ideal captain. It is to be feared 
that Jonas was a hero-worshipper. 

Jack seemed pleased with Jonas too, and 
they took several trips ashore together. Stein 
was not included in these; but he did not 
seem to mind, for he always appeared busy in 
mysterious ways. Evidently that fox needed 
watching. 

The two young officers had much fun, but 
some difficulty with the French language and 

1 The story of Jack and his father is told in "The Cruise 
of the Deep Sea Scouts." 
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French ways. The first evening ashore they 
drove to the theatre in a carriage, for every- 
body takes a carriage in France, where a 
private vehicle costs little more than car fare in 
America. It is customary, though, to give the 
driver a pourboire, or tip, in addition to his 
fare ; and Jack gave the man, whom he hardly 
glanced at, all the copper centimes in his pocket. 
He then walked ahead while Jonas stopped to 
tie a shoe-string. 

" I beg your pardon, sir!" said the old cabby, 
approaching him in a deferential way. " I 
know it was only a mistake, sir — but this franc 
piece your friend gave me is bad." Jonas 
looked at it closely. It was certainly not silver, 
as a twenty-cent piece should be. 

" I'm sure it was a mistake," apologized 
Jonas. " My friend will be distressed. Here 
is a two-franc piece, my man." 

The cabby thanked him respectfully and 
drove off. 

"Heh, Jackf" laughed Jonas when he 
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reached Watson. " Here's the bad franc you 
gave our driver. Shame to work it off on such 
a deserving person. He told me about it so 
nicely I gave him a two-franc piece instead/' 

" The franc piece I gave him I " cried Jack 
indignantly. " I gave him a handful of 
coppers ! " 

The old man had worked one of the tricks of 
his trade, and had gone off chuckling with two 
pourboires. 

The youngsters, half angry, half laughing, 
walked on into the theatre, and saw some 
French vaudeville that diverted their minds 
from the war. The third number was a suc- 
cession of songs in which the singers repre- 
sented the Allied Nations. First a man ap- 
peared dressed as a British squire and sang an 
English hunting song; then a group of girls in 
boating costume sang " Margarita " in Italian. 

" Let's be ready to clap like a house afire 
when the U. S. people come on!" whispered 
Jonas. 



PUN BETWEEN THE ACTS 249 

" Sure — we'll make 'em think it's a Liberty 
Loan meeting!" agreed Jack. "Here they 
come now — that's Yankee Doodle the orches- 
tra's playing! " 

Jack and Jonas had their hands raised to 
clap : and lo ! three doors were suddenly opened, 
and three coal black gentlemen in red, white, 
and blue spiked-tail coats, with tall gray hats, 
burst into a fast coon song with great spirit. 

" Stung! " whispered Jack. 

"Clap anyway!" laughed Jonas. "Lots 
of hard fighting is done under the black flag ! " 

And the two youngsters clapped, and rattled 
their swagger sticks, until the French women 
and soldiers in the audience craned round to 
see the noisy delegation from Liberia. 

" I'd like to meet our cabby again!" said 
Jonas when they strolled out. " Did you get 
a good look at him ? " 

" Not a good one," replied Jack, " but I got 
his number." 

Next morning the two young officers hired a 
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carriage for the day and went out to army head- 
quarters behind the trenches. As the son of 
the American Admiral, Jack had managed to 
get a special permit for them both. They took 
lunch at a Red Cross rest house, where they 
were charmed to find a gray-haired but bloom- 
ing California lady in charge. A whole regi- 
ment of soldiers had suddenly arrived, and they 
were amazed at the way she rose to the 
emergency. In half an hour every poilu (or 
French soldier) was busy with a plate of hot 
food. 

" Til bet the pans flew in the kitchen ! " 
chuckled Jack. " A German frau couldn't 
have done that with the Kaiser looking on." 

The poilus were very much pleased with 
their meal — also Jonas and Jack, who sat be- 
tween a poilu and a Tommy (or British sol- 
dier.) 

" How's the fighting? " asked Jonas. 

"We're holding hard," said the Britisher, 
whose arm was in a sling. " It may take a 
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month, or it may take ten years — but we'll drive 
the Bodies back to their own side of the Rhine. 
There was hard fighting last week around 
Wipers." 

Wipers? " asked Jack doubtfully. 
Yes — Y-p-r-e-s they spell. If that doesn't 
spell Wipers, sir, what does it spell? " 

Jack and Jonas laughed. " The French 
call it Epr." 

" Oh ! " put in the poilu. " You're talking 
of Ypres? That's where I got gassed. But 
he's right, Monsieur — they can't scare us with 
their gas, or their flame, or their big guns. 
We'll send Fritz yelping home." 

The young officers felt that these soldiers 
meant all they said, and were glad to know 
their countrymen were fighting shoulder to 
shoulder with such brave men. 

Thanks to their special permit they were able 
to go right up to the first line trenches. A 
shell burst within fifty feet of them, and they 
witnessed a charge in which they were eager to 
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take part. In fact Jonas did start off with a 
shout; but he was called back by an army of- 
ficer, who reminded him that he had no gas 
mask or hand grenade. 

They returned to Dunville by moonlight. 

" How much did you promise the driver? " 
asked Jonas. 

"A louis d'or" said Jack. " That's one of 
their gold coins — worth about four dollars." 

" I have one here/' said Jonas, fumbling in 
his purse. " I'll pay him and we'll square up 
to-morrow ! " 

When Jonas offered to pay, the man was 
most insistent that the amount was wrong. 
But Jonas suspected all cab drivers now, and 
stood firm. He gave the man the gold coin 
and a silver pourboire, and the fellow finally 
rattled off, scowling and muttering. 

" That cabby half looked like a fellow talk- 
ing straight," reflected Jack as they walked to- 
ward the pier. " How much did you say you 
gave him? " 
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What you promised — a lends" said Jonas. 
One of these." He showed Jack a gold 
coin. 

Jack halted in his tracks. 

" Why, man — that's a half-louis ! " 

Jonas's face was a study. "A half-louis! 
Then I've got to hunt all over Dunville till I 
find him!" 

Would you know him? 

Jonas bit his lip. " Don't believe I would, 
he mused. " But I saw his number. It was — 
let me see — forty." 

Jack gave a shout. 

"Forty? That's the hero who double- 
crossed us at the theatre! You needn't find 
him, Jonas ! America wins again ! " 

"We can give the difference to the Red 
Cross ! " laughed Jonas. " I'm strong for that 
outfit." 

" Got a friend in it? " asked Jack, looking 
shrewd. 

" Yes — her name's Elsa Delmar," admitted 
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Jonas blushing, but glad of an excuse to talk 
about her. 

" Well, so have I," confessed Jack. " Her 
name's Louise. — Elsa Delmar — I'm sure I've 
heard that name. Why, Jack — they were 
chums at the training school ! " 

This settled their friendship. These two 
young fellows, so alike and yet so different, 
felt as if they had gone swimming together as 
boys. Jack was a born seaman, a clear- 
minded, straight-featured chap who did every- 
thing right from the start. He was a New 
Englander, a little reserved, but always smil- 
ing. Jonas was a fresh-water sailor, and by 
nature an impulsive generous Southerner. 
But he and Jack had been trained in the same 
naval school, were fighting under the same flag, 
and felt like two brothers. 

Next morning Jonas was surprised to find 
that an American destroyer had come in over 
night and was anchored near them. 



\ 



FUN BETWEEN THE ACTS 266 

" It's the Monoghan, Cap'n," reported the 
quartermaster. 

" Who's her commanding officer? " 
" Commander Walls, sir. He's still aboard/' 
This meant that Jonas had to call promptly 
on his senior officer in accordance with Navy 
Regulations ; so he blacked his shoes, brushed 
his blouse, and started off. Commander Walls 
was a tall, vigorous looking officer, a little gray 
about the temples, very pleasant in his manner. 
He received the younger man heartily, espe- 
cially when he found that Jonas had been 
wrecked on the Calvert. Walls made him tell 
the whole story. 

" I've been wondering where your boat got 
her name, Captain. Don't think I ever heard 
of a Commodore Monoghan — but I'm not very 
strong on Naval History. He must have been 
a good Irishman ! " Jonas laughed. 

" He was the right kind of American," re- 
plied Walls gravely. " Old Monny was a 
classmate of mine. He never was a commo- 
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dore — or anything but an ensign. But he 
showed the makings of a man when the test 
came." He cleared his throat and offered 
Jonas a cigarette. 

" He was just about your age the day we 
said * so-long ' on the Philadelphia. I'd taken 
lunch with him that day. He was sailing for 
the South Seas and I was going east by train. 

" The Philadelphia was bound for Samoa 
where there was a grand pow-wow about two 
chiefs. Both wanted to be king; and you 
would have thought it was a question of which 
should be Czar of Russia from the fuss the 
English and the Germans were making over it. 
As usual, we sided with the Britishers. Mono- 
ghan and an older officer named Lansdale went 
out with some of our men and some of the Lon- 
doners to bring the bad chief in. But it 
worked the other way round. Our people 
walked into a copra plantation owned by a 
German and got into a cleared place with no 
shelter and a hillv thicket on one side of them. 
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They began to see * White Caps/ as they called 
them, ducking in behind the trees, and they 
could hear mocking laughter and other queer 
sounds from the bushes. All at once it began 
to rain bullets. In ten minutes the White 
Caps had shot a lot of our crowd and started 
the rest charging back for cover. Our fellows 
got separated, the Britisher in command was 
killed, and it was as pretty a mix-up as you 
ever saw." He paused and shook his head. 

Where was Monoghan? " asked Jonas. 

Well — Lansdale got wounded in short 
order, but he wasn't killed. Monoghan saw 
how it was, and stayed with him. A few men 
waited too — but one got killed, and another 
wounded, and the others didn't care to have 
their heads carved off according to the fighting 
etiquette in Samoa. So Monoghan found 
himself alone with a helpless friend on his 
hands. Lansdale told him to clear out, but 
Monoghan wasn't that sort. He stood with 
his back to a tree and heard those yelling 
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demons coming with their guns and their spears 
and their knives." 

Jonas's breath was coming fast. 

What'd he do? " he asked. 

He stood pat," said Walls. " They found 
his head next day near Lansdale's." 

That night Jonas paced up and down the 
little deck of the U-15, thinking of Monoghan. 
The moon made a golden belt along the water 
and bathed the town and hillside in soft light. 
The beauty of the night and his thoughts of 
Elsa produced a feeling of exaltation. 

" If I'm ever fixed like that," he said to him- 
self, " I'll stay on the job the way Monoghan 
did." 

All at once he stopped short. A whisper; 
was coming up through the hatch — an intense 
whisper, unmistakably meant for him. 

"Get to the Wedor quickly!" said tin 
voice. 

He rushed to the hatch and almost fell below.^ j 
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When he landed on deck he looked around. 
Several half -naked men were stretched out 
sleeping on their greasy, grimy bunks. But 
where was the Whisperer? 



CHAPTER XVn 

UNDBB THE MINES 

JONAS had been sending the mail orderly 
ashore three times daily: but each time the 
man had returned with nothing better than 
a French newspaper and an official letter or 
notice. By this time the youngster was in a 
fever of anxiety about Elsa. Perhaps his 
letter had been lost in the mails — perhaps she 
was not going to answer it — perhaps she had 
been transferred again to some distant point. 
He found it hard to settle down to ship's work. 
But training was beginning to tell, and he reso- 
lutely attended to everything. 

The morning after the mysterious whispered 
message he made up his mind to leave port in 
twenty Hours. 

" It may have been a spy — or it may have 

been my Guardian Angel," he said to himself. 

280 
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"But anyway I'm going where I can get 
action." 

This was the last day mail would reach him. 
When the mail orderly returned at ten o'clock, 
Jonas asked him eagerly for a letter — but he 
got only a bill from a local ship's chandler. 

At two o'clock he had the same luck, and he 
almost gave up hope. But at six o'clock the 
orderly handed him a letter. Though it was 
on thin, blue, foreign-looking paper, the hand- 
writing was that of an American girl. Jonas 
wanted to go off somewhere and read it alone, 
but there is no privacy on a submarine! Be- 
sides, it did not feel like a very thick letter. 
He tore the envelope open. 

" Come at once to Abbeville! — Elsa," was all 
she said — and her address was dashed off below. 

He rushed to his locker, took out a Dunville 
newspaper and tried to find a train schedule to 
Abbeville. He could not find one; but the 
orderly told him a train left every morning at 
nine o'clock. 
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" The road's in awful shape, Captain," he 
added. " They say it takes a day to go fifty 
miles!" 

Jonas had been carried off his feet by the 
sudden desire to reach Elsa, but the orderly's 
last remark made him think. It would take at 
least a day to reach Abbeville — and another 
day to return. He would surely wish to spend 
a day there. Three days gone ! 

Then for the first time Jonas got the full 
force of the conflict between private desires and 
public duty. He knew what he would think of 
an officer in war times who left his ship for 
three whole days, and kept it idle in port when 
there was fighting to do. And he knew how 
intense was his wish to see his sweetheart. 

He had promised to go ashore with Jack that 
evening — but he was poor company. Finally 
Jack saw that he might as well be talking to 
himself. 

"What's the matter, Jonas?" he asked 
finally. " Are you composing a poem or plot- 
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ting a hold-up? You seem to be in another 
country!" He laughed and glanced at his 
friend curiously. 

" I've been trying to work a problem in 
ethics or whatever they call it," replied Jonas. 
" Hello ! Here's the telegraph office. IVe 
got to send a message." 

He went in, took up a blank, and wrote on it: 

" Will come to-morrow. Can hardly wait "— 
and stood without moving for ten minutes. 

" Coming, Jonas? " put in Jack at last. 

Jonas looked at him as if in a trance. Then 
he tore up the sheet, wrote another telegram, 
and passed it in to the operator. 

" Let's hurry back, Jack," he said in a dead 
sort of voice. " We sail in the morning at day- 
light." 

Jonas had proved himself an officer-— duty 
had won. 

The run to the Wedor was by no means slow. 
Several times it was necessary to dive quickly, 
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and for twenty-four hours Jonas did not sleep 
a wink. At daylight the following morning 
the U-15 was so near the entrance that it was 
necessary to travel submerged. 

Jonas was at one periscope. 

" Isn't that a smoke? " he asked Jack, who 
was at the other. 

It surely is, Captain," answered Jack. 
We'll chase in close and see what it is, 
said Jonas. " May be some Hun ships com- 
ing out." 

They ran five or six miles closer until several 
small ships were distinctly visible. These were 
steaming up and down near the mouth of the 
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They seem to be dropping things over- 
board ! " said Jonas in a puzzled tone. 

" They're mine-layers ! " exclaimed Jack. 
" See that big barrel-looking thing that just 
dropped? Von Gerbst may be inside the bar, 
Captain — but I don't see how we can get him. 
They are " 
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The two young officers gave a cry simul- 
taneously/ One of the mine-layers had struck 
a mine she herself had just laid, and had been 
lifted out of the water, a mass of flames and 
yellow smoke! 

"Her whole bow is gone!" cried Jonas. 
" And the stern's afire! " 

" There goes the rest of her! " exclaimed 
Jack — and in less than a minute the blazing, 
shattered hulk had disappeared. 

"That's an object lesson!' 9 said Jonas. 
" Those mines are ugly things. But " 

" Why can't we dive under them, Captain? * 
asked Jack. He was a blue-water seaman, 
bold and quick. 

Jonas was less impulsive than he used to be. 
He waited several minutes before answering. 

"How much water in the channel?" he 
asked. 

" About fifty feet," said Jack, looking at the 
chart. 
,. " How deep do they lay the mines? " 
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" That depends — ten or fifteen feet under, 
I guess." 

" And we're about twenty-seven feet from 
bridge to keel," mused Jonas. " Doesn't leave 
much margin!" he said, his snapping brown 
eyes meeting Jack's gray ones. 

" If the mines are fifteen feet under and we 
stick down twenty-seven feet below them, that 
leaves just eight feet margin," he continued. 
" If we run too high we strike a mine — if we go 
too low we hit the mud." 

"Ticklish business!" agreed Jack, laugh- 
ing. 

" I can steer her steady inside of eight feet, 
Cap'n ! " put in Jackson. As he shifted a quid 
of tobacco in his mouth, his freckled face was 
impassive as usual. Jackson used the fewest 
words possible, and smiled very little for so 
young a man. 

" We'll try it," said Jonas quietly. " Full 
speed ahead both motors ! " 

Every man in the control compartment knew 
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they were starting on a desperate venture. 
Diving under mines in deep water is as danger- 
ous a job as anybody wants — but in fifty feet ! 

" I feel sure von Gerbst is in there ! " whis- 
pered Jonas. " If we can get in and bag him 
we'll get our names in the Congressional 
Record." 

" Or in the Police Gazette! " smiled Jack. 
" And they'll meet us with a Bowery band and 
a speech of welcome." 

Jonas did not answer. He was concentrat- 
ing on the work in hand. 

" Deeper, Jackson ! " he cautioned. " Get 
her down to forty-five feet before we strike the 
mine-field." 

By this time the periscope was completely 
under, and it was necessary to steer by compass. 
This was all the harder, since the chart showed 
a bend in the channel. 

" We're almost on the bar, sir ! " said Jack-' 
son. " There's a big ground swell, an* it's 
harder'n blazes to keep her steady." 
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Do the best you can!" replied Jonas. 

It's hit or miss, and we can't help it. 3 

All this time Stein had been in the 
ment, an interested listener. 

" Don't want to discourage you, Al thorp! " 
he whispered. " But from the feel of her I 
think she's sliding along the mud." The gauge 
registered forty-eight feet. 

Jonas made an impatient gesture. He 
wished Stein was in Easthampton — or back in 
the " Fatherland." But Stein was evidently 
right. The drag from the mud was unmistak- 
able. 

"A little up-rudder, Jackson I Oh, Mr. 
Stein ! — please stay right in this compartment. 
I don't want any moving about to disturb the 
trim." 

"All right," said Stein good-naturedly; 
" I've been sitting right here half an hour — no 
room to move ! " 

For two or three minutes they ran along 
quietly. Not a whisper could be heard. 
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Every man was keenly alert and ready to act 
instantly when orders came. 

" Right, five degrees ! " ordered Jonas, lean- 
ing over toward the helmsman. According to 
the chart this was the place for the turn. If he 
was too soon he would ground on one side — if 
too late he would strike on the other. 

" Slow down to steerage way! " he ordered. 
This means the lowest speed at which the boat 
will steer. 

There was a sudden bump. The bow had 
touched at the side of the channel. 

" Emergency back! " ordered Jonas. For- 
tunately the slow speed had saved him, and the 
submarine was not deeply imbedded. It slowly 
backed away. 

" Stop both ! " was the next sharp order. 
Evidently the last change of course had been 
a little too soon or a little too late — but which? 
There was no way of telling. In one case they 
would be saved by backing further; in the other 
by going ahead and turning a moment later. 
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" Ahead both ! " ordered Jonas with decision. 
There was no use to hesitate. If he was wrong 
he would soon find out. 

But he was right. He turned again, and 
this time forged ahead smoothly, without tak- 
ing bottom. 

" Aren't you getting a little high, Jackson? " 
he cautioned. 

As he uttered the words there was a dread- 
ful sound of metal against metal. 

" Say your prayers ! " whispered Jack with- 
out smiling. "We are scraping along a 



mine." 
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Contact " mines, such as those they were 
passing under, have a firing mechanism in the 
top. If the mine is tipped beyond a certain 
point, as by a passing vessel, an electrical con- 
tact is made and the mine explodes. 

For twenty seconds that seemed twenty 
minutes they heard the harsh, rasping sound 
and thought of the mine-layer that had just 
gone up in smoke* 
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But the mine anchor saved them, and this 
mine did not blow up. But at any moment 
they might strike another. The perspiration 
was rolling down the helmsman's face; he was 
trying to get a little deeper without getting too 
deep — no easy task in a ground swell. 

Jepson came running up. " Gyro's jammed, 
sir!" he shouted. 

Gyroscopic compasses usually work well, but 
they are delicate pieces of mechanism, and have 
a disconcerting way of getting out of order at 
a critical moment. 

For a second Jonas felt like giving up. 
Without the compass he could not keep in the 
channel. Off the channel he would surely run 
aground — and stay there ! — unless he kept high 
enough to strike the mines. There was only 
one hope — perhaps they had passed the mine- 
fields and might be able to run awash. 

" I'm going up ! " said Jonas, with his teeth 
gritted. " If we haven't cleared the mine-field 
we'll pass in our checks ! " 
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Yes/' admitted Jack. " But it's the only 
thing to do.' 

Hard up-rudder! 

The submarine began ascending rapidly. 
Jonas jumped to his periscope, raised it to its 
full height, and looked out. The glass showed 
bright for a moment, then green again as a 
wave surged over it, then bright with the glare 
of day. Jonas rapidly turned the tube for a 
look around the horizon. The mine-layers 
were a mile astern. The U-15 was well be- 
yond the mine-field ! 

Jack was at the other periscope again, look- 
ing ahead. ♦ r 

" There's the yacht, Jonas 1 " he exclaimd 
" riding at anchor, with men over the fc^side 
cleaning and painting. 1 

Jonas revolved his tube rapidly. " Ja<| JfcP 
he exclaimed. " It's exactly like the pi< 
of von Gerbst's yacht. I believe we'veWlgot 
him!" |j^ 

" There's a shore battery on the left bar ^P 
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cautioned Jack. " They'll blow us to flinders 
if we don't look out." 

" Get deeper, quick ! " ordered Jonas. " And 
stand by your gun ! " 

" How about your torpedoes? " asked Jack 
excitedly. " We could sink her from here! " 

" And let von Gerbst escape! No," replied 
Jonas. " I've got something else up my 
sleeve!" 



CHAPTER XVIII 

A SUBPEISB OB TWO 

"OTEP into the forward compartment," 
K ^ added Jonas, turning to Jack and Jep- 
son. " You come, too, Jepson." 

The four moved quickly forward. 

" I didn't wish Stein to hear! " whispered 
Jonas to Jack. 

" Now I'll tell you what my plan is," he 
said to the three aides clustered round him. 
" If we attack at long range with a torpedo we 
may or may not hit — and torpedoes are scarce. 
If we hit, we may or may not sink the yacht. 
If we sink it, the survivors will still be free, and 
von Gerbst may paddle ashore." 

The three men nodded. 

" Besides," he continued, '* what will become 

274 
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of us?" Jack laughed and shook his head. 
" The alarm will be given ; the battery will open 
fire if we show our periscope ; the mines will be 
as hard to pass as ever, and the mine-layers will 
attack us. We'd have as much chance as a 
snowball in August!" The others nodded 
again and looked serious. They were waiting 
anxiously for Jonas's plan. 

" Now the thing for us to do is to surprise 
that yacht, capture it, and go out under the 
German flag!" 

Jepson gave a low whistle. 

" That sounds pretty good to me, Cap'n," 
he drawled. " But how're we going to get out 
on the surface without hitting a mine? " He 
turned his bony face to Jonas and fixed him 
with his sharp eyes. Jack drew in his breath 
quickly as he heard what the man said. 

" I'd thought of that," replied Jonas quietly — 
he was no longer the Windy of old — " but they 
must have a channel through the mine-field; 
and we'll either find a chart of it or make a 
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prisoner tell us. Some hero might prefer talk- 
ing to blowing up with the yacht." 

Jackson, who had been listening attentively, 
nodded and grinned. 

" How about their guns? " asked Jack. 

" We must get 'em the first thing/' said 
Jonas. " Take the guns first and then the 
crew. They won't be armed or ready — most 
of them are painting over the side. We'll 
have our automatics in hand, and we'll rush 'em 
before they know it. I can " 

Stein's head appeared through the doorway. 
Jonas looked up angrily. 

" We're getting pretty close, Althorp ! " he 
said. " Thought I'd better tell you there are 
signs of a masked battery on the left bank. 
The guns on the right look to me like old- 
timers out of commission. Don't see anybody 
near them." 

Jonas hurried back to his periscope. 

The yacht was now very close, and it was 
necessary to submerge instantly. A quick 
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look convinced Jonas that Stein was right, 
though he did not understand his motive in 
telling. Jonas therefore decided to run to the 
side of the yacht away from the suspected 
battery and to disregard the one he had first 
seen. Soldiers could be seen moving about 
near the place Stein had pointed out. 

" See what course'll take us to the yacht, 
Jack ! " he whispered. " Submerge quickly, 
Jackson!" he ordered. "Dead slow on the 
motors ! " 

Meanwhile Jepson was getting the crew 
armed, and making preparations to open 
hatches and raise the gun the instant they 
bobbed up. 

It was a tensely solemn ten minutes. The 
crew all realized that they were taking desper- 
ate chances ; yet for the moment there was little 
to do. The men's faces were set and grim. 
Jack was smiling, and Jonas's eyes were burn- 
ing like two coals. Stein wore his usual placid 
expression. 
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Jonas had calculated quickly the time it 
would take to reach the yacht, 

" All ready, Jepson? " he asked. 

" I reckon we are, Cap'n," drawled the 
electrician. 

" Get your automatics ready 1 Gun's crew 
stand by ! " He paused a moment. " Bring 
her to the surface!" he shouted in ringing 
tones. 

As the boat porpoised and suddenly emerged, 
all the hatches sprung open and men piled out 
of each, with one revolver in hand and another 
stuck in their belts. Jonas led the way through 
the conning tower, Jack at the forward hatch, 
Jepson and Jackson at the other two. 

Jonas saw in a flash that he was a hundred 
yards from the yacht, heading straight for it. 

" Round to and put us alongside," he 
shouted. 

Jackson seized the wheel and put it over 
quickly. Jonas signaled " Stop " to the 
motors. With great skill Jackson placed them 
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squarely alongside the ladder just as the boat 
lost headway. The men on deck — now nearly 
all the crew — seized it, grabbed for the open 
ports, and stopped the submarine dead. 

" Board! " shouted Jonas in a terrible voice. 

All this had happened too quickly for the 
crew of the yacht to guess what was up. There 
was a scurrying on deck, with great guttural 
shouting. Huns in working clothes, with 
paint brushes instead of guns, were piling up 
over the opposite rail. 

As Jonas stepped on the gangway platform 
and aboard, a sailor raised a cutlass to strike 
him down. A shot rang out and the man's 
arm fell limp. Jonas glanced back over his 
shoulder. To his amazement, he saw the smok- 
ing pistol that had saved his life in the hands 
of — Stein! There was no time for thanks or 
explanations. Jonas, Jack, and Jepson each 
rushed to a gun; but the U-15 was too close for 
the guns to bear on her, and only a few of their 
crews had appeared. 
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It was a complete surprise. Though the 
Germans are usually alert, they had relied on 
their mine-field, and had never dreamed of an 
enemy passing in with mine-layers at work in 
the offing. Moreover, half the crew had gone 
out to lay these " devil's eggs," and nearly all 
the others had been over the side. In ten 
minutes most of the Huns were huddled on the 
forecastle, unarmed and covered with the re- 
volvers of a dozen Americans. A few were 
still below. Only two or three shots had been 
fired, and not a single American had been seri- 
ously injured. Several Germans were lying 
on the deck wounded and groaning. 

Jack appeared, minus his cap, with a big 
gash in his blouse, and a bloody head. He was 
prodding a stout German officer with his re- 
volver and half pushing him toward the gang- 
way. The man was growling and swearing 
Teutonic oaths. 

" Take charge of him ! " he ordered a sailor. 

" Where is Stein? " he asked Jonas. 
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" I saw him jump below with two men fol- 
lowing," Jonas replied. "Here he comes 
now!" 

Stein's head appeared through the main 
hatch, then his body, then another pair of hands 
securely tied together with a rope. 

" For Heaven's sake ! " exclaimed Jonas. 

The men standing by him gave a cry of 
amazement too — for Stein's prisoner was 
known to them all. It was Chase! 

"Why — why — Stein!" stammered Jonas. 
"Fred — what does this mean? — you can't " 

" I've suspected it a long time, Althorp ! " 
said Stein. " They sent me to catch the spy 
on your submarine ! " 

Chase looked as natty as usual. His pointed 
beard was perfectly trimmed, his hair was 
neatly parted, his uniform was only a little 
mussed up. He made his quick little formal 
bow. 

" At your service, Herr Kapitan ! " he said 
with a mocking smile. " I may have to enjoy 
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the hospitality of your country again. My 
father sends his compliments and regrets that 
he is in bed and cannot come up." 

" Meaning von Gerbst ! " explained Stein 
simply. " He is laid up with fever. I left a 
man guarding him below." 

" Von Gerbst?— Chase?— his father? What 
in the name " 

" His name isn't Chase," said Stein. " It is 
Frederick von Gerbst. He is the son of that 
archpirate, and a spy ! " 

Frederick made another bow, and smiled 
maliciously. 

"You know all about my father!" he re- 
marked. " I have heard you express your kind 
views of him — and of Prussia." He bowed to 
Jonas again. " I am pleased that we now un- 
derstand each other so well." His face was 
full of smiling hatred. 

Jonas began to see light. He had de- 
nounced Prussia and von Gerbst so strongly 
that he could well realize the feelings of von 
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Gerbst's Prussian son. This was why his 
chum had testified against him and nearly sent 
him to prison. Perhaps it explained his efforts 
to win away the girl Jonas loved. 

" Have you heard from Elsa? " Chase — or 
von Gerbst, Junior— whispered sneeringly. 
" Perhaps you don't know that she left Dun- 
ville when I did? If you treat your prisoner 
nicely he may help you find her." 

Jonas ignored the remark. 

" Take this man below ! " he orderecl. 
" Keep him under guard and put him in irons 
if he makes a move ! " 

The older von Gerbst was a prisoner, but 
too ill to be interviewed. 

Stein, who had disappeared, returned with a 
paper in his hand and a German petty officer 
in tow. 

" This man is a quartermaster," he told 
Jonas. " And he was quite ready to talk. He 
showed me this chart and explained about a 
safe channel through the mine-fields." 
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" I want to get out fast as possible," said 
Jonas. " That battery may open up at any 
moment — though the Hun flag is still flying, 
and they haven't caught on yet. That's a great 
find of yours, Stein. We can go right through 
on the surface. I'll keep my submarine, sir, 
if you will kindly take command of this yacht/ 9 

"Good!" consented Stein. "But what 
about the mine-layers? They have guns." 

" I'll run out in your wake submerged," said 
Jonas. 

" All right, Althorp— and I'll fly the Ger- 
man flag. If they try to signal, I'll make the 
International for « Sold again! ' and run for it. 
This boat can make thirty knots." Stein had 
been questioning prisoners, and already knew 
much about his command. 

The U-15's crew was divided, and the yacht 
quickly got under way. The American blue- 
jackets enjoyed making their German pris- 
oners do all the work, while they smoked bad 
German cigars (the yacht was well stocked), 
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and made humorous remarks for the prisoners 
to scowl at. As they steamed out, the U-15 
submerged while still out of sight from the 
battery, and followed with only her periscope 
showing. A soldier appeared on the hillside 
and tried to signal. The Americans, laughing, 
answered in their own way, and the man re- 
tired, apparently much puzzled. 

Going out was simpler than coming in. 
The safe channel was plainly charted with red 
ink, and Stein, who was an experienced navi- 
gator, found it an easy matter to pilot the 
yacht through. 

They had almost reached the bar when Jonas 
noticed a moving object in his field of view. 
It was the periscope of another submarine! — 
evidently an enemy returning toiler base. 

"Our torpedoes are ready, Captain!" re- 
ported Jack. 

Jonas hesitated as the unsuspecting foe 
came on. 

" I hate to sink them this way! M he expostu- 
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lated. " I know they deserve it, but it seems 

like murder." 

" She's the mate of the fellow that sank us! " 
said Jack grimly. " And she's probably shelled 
boats herself." 

" Stand by to fire! " answered Jonas. 

The U-boat gave three friendly toots of her 
whistle as she passed not a ship's length away. 

" Fire ! " shouted Jonas. " Up-rudder ! " 

When he reached the surface it was covered 
with heavy oil — but there were no survivors to 
rescue. 



CHAPTER XIX 

NOT THE SAME MAN 

T^HOUGH the mine-layers were too near 
for comfort, Jonas stopped his boat and 
looked again. But only the oil remained. In 
the midst of his searching two great splashes 
near him, followed by a loud report, showed 
that a hostile shell had ricocheted. 

Jonas submerged in a hurry. The yacht 
returned the fire of the German boat, then put 
her helm over and headed seaward. 

Among the prisoners from the yacht was a 
young German who had lived in New York 
and who spoke English well. Jonas had 
brought him aboard the submarine to be ques- 
tioned. 

" I'm glad to be captured, sir," the man said. 

287 
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" It's desperate work von Gerbst's been mak- 
ing us do. When we go out on submarines we 
make our wills and tell our friends good-bye — 
for we know what those depth bombs do. I 
don't like the way von Gerbst makes war* It's 
terrible — but we have to do what he says. I'm 
ready to fight for my country, sir — but I don't 
like to fight that way." 

"We've canned von Gerbst now," said 
Jonas. " And perhaps your friends will see 
things differently. You've let him and his 
kind make you act like wild men. Germany 
wasn't that way in the old times." 

The prisoner looked downcast. 

" I hear you've captured young von Gerbst," 
he said. " He was a lieutenant in our Navy 
when he went to America. I've served with 
him — first on a destroyer and then on a sub- 
marine. He sank the Aurora with all those 
Red Cross nurses on board. He is cool and 
brave, sir — and bright as the old man himself. 
But he's thorough — he'll stop at nothing. I've 
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seen him take his sword and cut down a child in 
the street." 

We'll court-martial him," said Jonas. 
He was a spy. 3 
Does that mean death in your country? 
asked the man. 

"Yes," replied Jonas. "We are long- 
suffering: but we shoot spies like Chase — I 
mean von Gerbst. Yet, to think of it ! " — his 
expression changed — " we were great friends 



" He was a spy." 



once." 



"You didn't really know him, sir," an- 
swered the man. " I did. I'm not sorry for 
him." 

That night the U-15 managed to talk by 
wireless with a British station. All night the 
sparks were flashing, and at daylight the 
operator handed Jonas a message that read: 

" Well done. Return to Easthampton." 

Some radio operators talk too much. Jonas 
had sent in brief, military reports, but he was 
surprised — in fact amazed — off Easthamp- 
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ton to find a whole flotilla of American and 
British torpedo boats waiting to escort him 



in. 



What in the name of mud are they all 
lined up like that for? " he asked Jack. " Look 
at the signal flags waving — and hear the 
whistles! What does it mean? " 

"They must take you for a hero!" sug- 
gested Jack. " They're not out here for the 
fishing." 

Strange to say, though Jonas had thought 
himself a hero when he threw the bomb over- 
board on the Calvert, he had been too busy to 
think of himself at all since he went under the 
mines and captured von Gerbst. 

The first entry of the U-15 was nothing to 
this. When they ran inside the harbor, bells 
were ringing, factory whistles were blowing, 
and a great crowd of people were collected on 
shore. The big men-of-war in the harbor lined 
their rails and cheered; press boats maneuvered 
to be on the spot when Jonas anchored ; and a 
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huge flag signal was flying over Admiral Wat- 
son's headquarters ashore. 

"What does it read, Jackson?" asked 
Jonas. 

"4329," spelled Jackson. "Where's the 
signal book ? Oh ! — here it is." He looked up 
the signal. 

"America is proud of your exploit!" he 
read. 

Jackson looked as puffed up as a freckled 
sailor with a stolid face can look. For the 
moment Jonas had no time to feel proud, for 
he was busy getting anchored without hitting a 
press boat. 

The anchor finally took mud near the Rover, 
Holder's flag-ship, which had come in the night 
before. A boat from the Rover was waiting to 
take Jonas aboard — since his first duty was to 
report to the flotilla commander. 

Holder met him at the gangway. Standing 
by him was Stein, who had come in a few hours 
sooner. 
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" You young rascal! " exclaimed Holder in 
his big voice, seizing Jonas's hand with both of 
his. " To think of your scooping von Gerbst 
like that! What'U the rest of us look like? " 
He gave his great laugh and slapped Jonas on 
the back. 

Stein looked as easy-going as ever, and was 
all smiles too. 

" Captain Holder needn't worry! " he said. 
" He sank a whole flotilla of U-boats while we 
were waiting around Dunville." 

"Caught them red-handed!" said Holder. 
Jonas noticed for the first time that He had an 
eagle on his collar in place of the former silver 
leaf. He had been promoted, and was now a 
full captain. 

" Come into my cabin ! " said Holder — " both 
of you. We have a dozen things to talk over! 
First of all, Althorp, I want you to tell me all 
about it." 

As they walked down the gangway, the men 
were lined up thickly on both sides, and when 
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Jonas passed they gave a suppressed cheer that 
showed their strong approval. There was a 
sudden palter of hoofs, and the ship's goat 
dashed by. On its back was a blue blanket, 
and in gold letters were the words : 

" This is the U-15 butting the Kaiser! " 

The officers laughed and stepped into the 
cabin. 

Jonas made his report, not forgetting to 
praise Stein for the part his passenger had 
really played. 

"Thank you, Althorp!" said Stein. "I 
have already made my report, and need not 
throw any more bouquets. 

I suppose you understand each other now, 
said Holder. " Stein's hobby has been de- 
tective work — if he weren't in the Navy he'd be 
Chief of the Secret Service. Danger only 
seems to lure him. He has his own peculiar 
way of doing things, Althorp— that's why you 
got those queer messages. Stein didn't want 
anybody to know that his object in life was to 
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run down the spy on the Calvert and on your 
submarine." 

Stein puffed placidly at the Havana Holder 
had passed him. 

" So you have to thank this shipmate for 
much of your success. And I thank him for 
having picked you as his agent." 

" I sent you those mystery messages/' ex- 
plained Stein, " because I wanted a live wire 
to help me and didn't want to give myself 
away. I kept it from you, Althorp, because— 
well, they used to call you ' Windy ' — and I 
didn't know how you had changed." 

Jonas grinned and made a salaam. Stein 
went on: 

" I saw you disliked me — in fact hated me — 
but I sat tight and laughed, for I knew you 
would understand later." 

Jonas looked confused, but nodded. 

" I suppose my name bothered you. Fact 
is, Althorp, my family have been in this coun- 
try half a century or more. My grandfather 
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could play baseball! My mother was Miss 
Jervis of London, and I went to school in Eng- 
land. I'm afraid my name doesn't mean any 
more than General Foch's. I don't even have 
to buy Liberty Bonds — this was tattooed be- 
fore I went to the Naval Academy." 

He bared his arm and showed tattooed on it 
the American and British flags crossed. 

" I see," said Jonas. " A man can have a 
German name and hate Kultur just as he can 
have a name like Chase and love it." 

" Right. But I don't blame you for being 
a little careful until you are sure the Hun name 
doesn't fit." 

" Well," remarked Captain Holder, " I have 
some mail here for you, Althorp." 

He handed him a long parcel and two letters, 
one of which, Jonas failed to notice, was un- 
stamped. 

Jonas tore open the parcel, and unrolled a 
paper inside. 

It was his commission as lieutenant! 
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" Came a week after you sailed," said Holder. 
" But open that long envelope." 
Jonas opened and read: 

"From: The Commander-in-Chief Euro- 
pean Fleet. 
To: Lieutenant J. Althorp, U. S. N. R. F. 
Subject: Capture of Admiral von Gerbst. 

" The Commander-in-Chief has learned with 
great pleasure that through your enterprise, 
boldness, and dash the notorious Admiral von 
Gerbst has been captured aboard his converted 
yacht. 

" Without expressing fully his sense of the 
importance of this capture, the Commander- 
in-Chief informs you that he has this day 
recommended to the Secretary of the Navy 
that you be given the permanent rank of Com- 
mander in the Naval Reserve Force. Mean- 
while you are authorized to wear the uniform 
and assume the title of that grade. 

" Watson." 

Holder gave another of his great laughs as 
he watched the young officer's face. A com- 
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mander hi the Navy ranks with a lieutenant- 
colonel in the Army, and has usually waited 
many years for the rank. 

"Now read your other letter," laughed 
Holder. " It doesn't look so fierce and 
official." 

Jonas quickly opened the little blue envelope. 
He was blushing like a schoolgirl. 






I have heard all about it," wrote Elsa, 
and I think it was splendid ! You may be a 
reserve, but you are my Regular. Why don't 
you find me? — Elsa. 

" P. S. I am with my uncle, Commodore 
Lathrop, in the after cabin — and I'm peeping 
at you right now ! " 

As Jonas looked up, a door was opened 
gently, and a pair of laughing eyes in a sun- 
set glow of pink cheeks met his own. He was 
out of his chair and across the room in a 
moment. 

Elsa drew back quickly. Behind her was an 
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old gentleman with a piercing eye and white 
side-burns whom Jonas had seen before. 

" Is this your young hero? " said the old 
Commodore in his friendly, authoritative voice. 
" Let me look at you, Althorp ! The last time 
I saw you we were about to shoot you for talk- 
ing too much ! I was president of your court- 
martial." 

He took a long look at the young man, whose 
eyes were fixed on Elsa. 

"You're an impostor!" he laughed. "I 
can swear you are not the same man. I should 
never have known you ! " 

"You are right, Commodore," agreed 
Holder, coming up from behind. " What do 
you think has changed him? " 

" The great School of War! " said the Com- 
modore impressively. 

"It isn't that at all," flashed out Elsa 
proudly, " something else has changed him! " 
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